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TO MRS. T. N. 



FoBGKT me not ! sweet words of love, 

Looking on to a fature day, 
With a chiding doubt lest tlie fund heart prove 

A frail one. when far awny. 

Affection's petition, by which she prays 

In accents of tenderest tone, — 
Oh, let not the wannth of affection's rays 

Be slighted, when thou ait gone ! 

Filial, parental, fraternal ties, 

All yearning for lasting faith, 
Feel still in their inmost thoughts arise 

All the floral emblem saith. 

But to thee,— by unchanging experience prox'cd 

In each scene of thy happy lot. 
Kindly to love and to be beloved, 

Un forgetting and unforgot,— 

Be the wayside emblem the lover sends, 
And this vrreath that assumes its name. 

But tokens reminding of faithful friends 
That in absence endure the same. 

D. 
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TO THE READER. 
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THE FORGET-ME-KOT. 



THE FORGET- ME-NOT. 

To flouiish in my favouiite bower, 

To blossom round my cot, 
I cultivate tbo little flower 

They call Forget-me-not. 

It springs where Avon gently flows 

In wild simplicity ; 
And *ncatU my cottage-window gi'ows, 

Sacred to love and thee. 

Tills pretty little flow'i-ct's dye 

Of soft cerulean blue, 
Appeai-s as if from Ellen's eye 

It had received its hue. 

Though oceans now betwixt us roar. 

Though distant be our lot, 
Ellen I though we should meet no more, 

Sweet maid, Forget-me-not. jl50« 
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ON A FORGET-ME-NOT. 

DROOOIIT PROM 9W1TZERLAND. 

LonxR of the mountain! by the wanderer's 

hand 
Robbed of thy beauty's short-lived sunny day ; 
Didst thou but blow to gem the stranger's way, 
And bloom, to wither in the stranger's land I 
Ilueless and scentless as thou ait, 

How much that stirs the memory, 
How much, much more that thrills the 
heart. 
Thou faded thing, yet lives in thee ! 

"NVlicre is thy beauty f in the grassy blade 
There lives more fragrance, and more frcbh- 
ness now ; 
Yet oh I not all the flowers that bloom and fade 
Are half so dear to memory's eye as thou. 
The dew that on the mountain lies. 
The breeze that o'er the mountain sighs, 

Thy parent stem will nurse and nourish 
But thou — not e'en those sunny eyes 
As blight, as blue, as thine own skies. 
Thou faded thing I can make thee flouribh. 

FRANCES AN.NE BUTLEK. 
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PARTING WORDS. 

Fakewkll 1 I must not look again on tbeo I j 

Thou who hast been mrhat none may tell or j 

know \ 

■1 

Unto ray weary soul, shedding a light of Joy — S 

A gleam of sunshine, o'er my path below. 

Farewell I and dream not of the past agahi — 
I would not wish thy gentle spiiit wrung 

With bitter thoughts, such memories as these 
Are not for those whose hopes and hearts uro 
young. 

The world — the breathing world of light and 
fiowei*s, 
To thee is fair; no darkening shade has 
passed 
0*er thy young visions, or no blight of tears 
Has o*er thy brow a shade of suffering cast. 

Ah, no I — thou art too beautiful by fur — 
Hiou must be loved by all where'er thou art ; 

Dy all who feel as I have felt, and know 
The waiTOth, the love, of thy young trusting 
heait. 



Ill 
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PARTING WORDS. 



Vain idle words 1 can any know or feel 

Tho love which binds my spirit unto thine ! 

That power which lights and glorifies my way. 
This vain, yet pure, idolatry of mine 1 

And yet I go — the baseless dream is gone — 
The dream of fitful life is waning fast ; 

Say, shall we meet again in other worlds, 
We who have loved so fondly to the last I 

And as the wings of time glide swiftly on 
Their free fleet course, on to eternity, . 

If aught awakes one dream of bygone years, 
Or brings thee back one memory of me ; 

Chide not such thoughts ; it will not dim thy 
brow 

To linger, thon on dreams of vanished hours — 
These free and vernal days when life was young, 

And every hope was fair as opening flowers. 



But dream not now — send back each wander- 
ing thought, 

Back to the heart's most lonely hidden cell ; 
They only waken sad and bitter tears, — 

Bid the sad conflict cease — farewell I farewell I 

MRS. WARNER. 
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THE FORGET-ME-NOT. 

FROM THE GBRMA.N OF GOETliR. 

Not on tlio mountain*s shelving side. 
Nor in the cultivated giound, 

Nor in tbo garden's painted pride, 
The flower I seek is found. 

Where time or sonow's page of gloom 

Has fixed its envious lot, 
Or swept the record from the tomb, 

It says Forget me not. 

And this is still the loveliest flower, 

The fairest of the fair, 
Of all that deck my lady's bower, 

Or bind her floating hair. 

LORD FRANCIS L. QOWER. 



THE ANCIENT TOMBS. 

TiiET lise on isle and ocean shore, 
They stand by lake and stream, 

And blend with many a shepherd's tale, 
And many a poet's dream ; 

(51) 2 




18 THE axcie:(T tombs. 

Where darkly lours the northeiTi pine, 
Wliere bright the myi-tle blooms. 

And on the desert*s trackless sands, 
Arise the ancient tombs. 



The hands that raised tlieni, long ago, 

In Death and dust have slept, 
And long the gi-avc hath scaled the founts 

Of eyes that o'er them wept ; 
Hut still they stand, like sea-marks Icfi 

Amid the passing waves 
(^ generations, that go down * 

To their forgotten graves. 



For many an early nation's steps 

Have passed from hill and plain ; 
Their homes are gone, their deeds forgot. 

But still their tombs remain — 
To tell, yrhen Time hath left no trace 

Of tower or storied page. 
Our ancient earth how gloiious was 

Her early heritage. 

They tell us of the lost and moui-ned. 
When earth was new to tears ; 

The bard that left his tuneful lyre. 
The chief that left his spears ; 



TUB AXCIENT TOMBS. )9 

Ah I were their lights of love and fame 

On those daik altars shed, 
To keep nndimmcd, tbrongh time and change, 

The memoiy of the dead f 



If so, alas for Lovo*8 bright tears I 

And for Ambition*s dreams I 
For earth hath kept their monuments, 

Dut Inst the sleepei-s names : 
Tlicy live no more in story's scroll, 

Or song's inspiring breath ; 
For altars raised to human fame 

Have turned to shi-ines of death. 



But from your silence, glorious graves. 

What mystic voices rise, 
Tliat this, through passing ages, speak 

Their lessons to the wise I 
Dchold, how still the world rewards 

ITcr biightest, as of yore ; 
For then she gave a nameless gi'ave— 

And now she gives no more. 

FRAIfCKS BROWM. 
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] FAME. r 



r, O, WHO shall lightly say that fame 

I Is nothing but an empty name, 

^ 'Wliilst in that sound there is a chaim, 

' Tlie nerves to brace, the heart to wann ; 

I As, thinlcing of the mighty dead, 

'. The young from slothful couch will start, 

I And vow,, with lifted hands outspread, 

' Like them to act a noble part ? 



f O, who shall lightly say that fame 

; Is nothing but an empty name, 

When, but for those, our mighty dead, 

All ages past a blank would be ; 

Sunk in oblivion's murky bed — 
I A desert bare — a shipless sea? 

■j They are the distant objects seen, 

The lofty marks of what hath been. 



F Is nothing but an empty name. 



O, vrho shall lightly say that fame 



When memoi7 of the mighty dead 
To earth-worn pilgi'ims* wistful eye 
The brigliest rays of cheering shod, 
That point to immortality f 

JOAIf^TA BAILT.IK. 
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THE ARAB MAID. 

From the daik and sunless caverns 

"Where earth's waters dwell ; 
By the palm-trees of the desert, 

Springeth forth a well. 
Still the shadow of its bu'th-place 

Ilests upon the wave. 
Haunted with ancestral daikness, 

From its central cave. 

Never does it know the sunshine, 

Bai'k it is and deep ; 
In its silent depths at noontide 

Do the planets sleep. 
Round it lies the sculptured mai'ble 

Of some ancient town, 
Long since, with its towers and temples, 

To the dust gone down. 

Yet it shareth with the present ; 

For the winds that pass 
Catch its freshness, and around it 

Grows the pleasant grass. 
Over it the fragi'ant tamarind 

Sheds its caily leaves ; 
And the pelican's white bosom 

From it life receives. 

1 )^- ^vv 
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S2 TUB ARAB MAID. 

Not alone to tbe far planets, 

When tbe sun is bright, 
Docs it serve a clear, dark mirror, 

For tbcir haunting light : 
But a dream of human beauty 

Lingoi's on its tide ; 
Never yet were stais so lovely 

As the eyes beside. 

Lovely is the Arab maiden, 

Leaning thoughtful there ; 
AVhile the languid gale of evening 

Lifts not her black hair. 
Pui*ple is her broidorcd caftan ; 

And the golden band 
Tells she is a chcftaiu*s daughter 

In tliat eastern land. 

Scarcely has she left her childhood. 

Yet a deeper trace 
Than our first and careless summers 

Is upon her face. 
On that youthful cheek is paleness ; 

For the heai*t*s repose 
If disturbed by dreams and fancies 

lliat deny the roso. 

Touched with tender melancholy 
Is tbe youth of love, 
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LINES. 23 

Haunted by unconscious knowledge 

Of its clouds above. 
Doth her heart call up one imago, 

Unavowed how dear t 
For acknowledged hope too timid, 

Tet too fond for fcai- f 

Will the stately dai'k-eyed wairior 

Bear her to his tent ? — 
Yet, with dreaming of her lover, 

What sad thoughts aie blent I 
When they fling the veil, rose-coloured, 

0*er the parting bride ; 
Not alone does it hide blushes — 

It has teai-s to hide. 

L. B. u 
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IM ANSWER TO A QDESTIOK. 

VhL tell thee why this weary world meseemeth 
But as the visions light of one who dreameth, 
Which pass like clouds, leaving no tiuco behind ; 
Why this strange life, so full of sin and folly. 
In me awakeneth no melancholy, 
Nor leaveth shade, or sadness, on my mind. 



s I 
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TIs not that vUh ad undlueniiDf ey* 
I Ha tlie pageant wild go dancing by. 
Mistaking tlwt wliicli fsliesl is, for true ; 



I bear no badge of rosea or of ru«. 
But in tbe inmou ebamlisrs of niy soul 
Tlieit ia snotlier voild, B blasted homo, 
O'er wlileli no living pow'r lioldelli control, 
Anigh to wliicli ill tbings do never conio. 
Tlicte iliiuctb tba glad suuligbt of cleur thought, 
With hope, and fidth. balding eoromunion bigli. 
Over a fragi-ant land with flov'i's ywisuglit, 
WliBro gaih tba living Bpiinga af poosy, 
I'bara apeak the Toieca tbat t love to bear, 
Tboro smile tbe glances (bat I love to sec, 
Tbero liva the famui af [base my loul balds dear, 
For aver, in that secret world, with me. 
They who have walked with me along life's way, 
And seveHd been by fortune's »dverae tide, 
Who ne'er again, tbrn' time's nncertain day, 

Tbeso all dvrell bcra; nar tliese, oboiii life alono 
me, but liie dead, tba dead l 



Tliose weary one> 
WliaM feat-prlnti 



With ktl Ha gilded mares, and fnir deoeir- 

Its wesltli, ita want, its pIsasureB, aod ila 

grieriDfia, 
Nor frights, nor freia me. hy its idle strife. 
thou I who leadeel, of thy eourtesj, 
Whoe'er thou art, I wisb the lame la thee 1 



OO WHERE OLOBT WAITS THEE. 



l}o where xlorj waila thee, 

But while fune elates thee, 

Oil etill remember m«. 

W]:ea tlie pruiae th-ou meet 



Other arios may press tliee 
All the joys thnt bless tbec 



26 GO ATUERB QLORT WAITS THBE. 

When, at eve, thou rovest 
By the star thou lovest, 

Oh 1 then remember me. 
Think, when home returning, 
Bright we've Been it burning, 

Oh ! thus remember me. 
Oft as summer closes. 
When thine eye reposes 
On its ling'ring roses. 

Once so lov'd by thee. 
Think of her who wove them, 
Her who made thee love them, 

Oh ! then remember me. 

When, around thee dying. 
Autumn leaves are lying. 

Oh 1 then remember me. 
And, at night, when gazing 
On the gay hearth blazing. 

Oh 1 still remember me. 
Then should music, stealing 
All the soul of feeling, 
To thy heart appealing. 

Draw one tear from thee ; 
Then let memory bring thee 
Strains I us'd to sing thee, — 

Oh ! then i*emember me. 



MOORB. 
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I POETS EPITAPH. 



" Yb MiTtnta roaming down tbe rocky steeps. 
Ye lakgi wberein the Spliit of Waiitf sli-Dps, 
Ye nloi ud Lllls, ulii>to1jc;<ut>r hitLerUivir 



Slull Boullie; feed upon jour prccloiu tore, 

Adillng inmiorUI labours of liis evil 
IVLclborlifl tmccil lilstortc tratli nilh leal 
For tbo State's giiManco, or llio CUurch'a wi 
Ot tnncy, discipUncrt bj stud ioiia Art, 
InfotTuedlib pen, orTVisdomof the heart, 
Or Judgnienu sancUonod in the patriot'! lu 
Bj l-OVflToncofor lljo righU of all inaiitlnd. 
Lai-ge were bis alms, yet in no ImmaTi bicin, 
Could private faelingi find a liolicr iioat. 
Ilia Joyi, 111) giiefa, liavoTanislicil like a clo 
From Sklddaff'atop builieti>llDii.>snwa>vD' 
Throuefa ■ long life, and calmedby Cliriallunfi 
In bis pnre nul the (eRr of cliamgo and deal 
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A SONG OF THE SEA. 

The sea, the sea, is England*s, 

And England's shall remain, 
Tbo' tlie might of France, and the world advance, 

To contest our ocean reign ! 
Quoth gallant Blake, as he spread bis sails, 

And his cannon shook the waves : 
Fire away, boys ! for the day is oui-s, 

Or hero, lads, foam our graves. 
Fire away, boys I quoth he again. 

For the sea, the sea, is England's, 
And England's shall remain ! 



The fresh winds blowing loud and strong. 

The Spaniards fled — which rare is — 
And we chased them far, and we chased them long, 

Till they anchored in Canaries. 
Quoth our admiral, as their castles blazed 

With guns like a stormy night. 
Do they think to frighten us ? Fire away, boys, 

For old England's might and right I 
Fire away, boys t quoth he again ; 

For the sea, the sea is England's, 
And England's shall remain I 
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LAV OF THE GREEXWOOD. 29 

We sunk and burned and we took them all, 

"With gold and spices laden. 
And our swcetheaits eacli Iiad a Jolly haul, 

For cacli loved his English maiden ; 
But as home we came — quoth our admiral, 

I'm going, lads, aloft I 
And he died with a smile, but his dying word 

"Was, File away, boys I now board her ! soft I 
Fire away, boys I quoth he again, 2 

For the sea, the sea, is England's, il 

And England's shall remain. ,; 
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LAY OF THE GREENWOOD. f 



MotfNT, mount thy steed, sweet Rosalind, 

I crave a boon to-day ; 
Mount, mount thy steed, my Indye bright, i: ' 

And to the woods away I \ 

For each waving bough 
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Doth woo us now 
To where cool w^inds muimur, and clear streams 
flow. 

Glad thoughts be thine, sweet Rosalind, 

Beneath yon laughing skies ; 
Glad thoughts to make more gladsome still 

The soft light of thine eyes. 




Ha time Is this 
Forgricf. Iwis, 
It for pleasant fsndea and di'euiu of bliss. 
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Tlicn mount thy steed, swael Eosalind, 

And [rant my boon to-da; ; 
UounUmoiinttliyBtccd, my ladye bright 

And [0 tlio woods awny 

tui'eacbwavinsbousl, 

To whai-o cool tilnils miiimur, and clear stre 
flow. 
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FORTUNE, 

PROM THE rRRXCn OP DUKE CHARLES D*ORI.EANB. ; 

'i 

" Comme le nibglet de Fortune. 

I THE slave of Fortune over 

From my early youth became, 
And in age we do not sever, 

She to me is still the same. 
I am one, beneath the moon, 

"Whom she orders at her will ; 
I, her subject, late and soon 

Ceaselessly have served her still. 



Her, as mistress, to obey. 

Is the lesson of my life. 
And I cannot turn away, 

In good or ill, in peace or strife ; 
Nor by bondage can I break, 
But the fimit she gives must take. 



AJfON. 




THE aOOD PART, 



IE rtwells by Gwat Kenli.iwa'! side, 



Tlioughnotorc 


ttb, ™ 


eiiTLes (he 




All thin 


58 wit 


h aims 


oflo 




^ 


nd tlids 


llRW 


Iks >ni 


ncl 


erirt 




Witli pn 


190 1 


dnilld 


ri^bu 


:w; 


S 


ubdulng 


■en rude vill 


Rec 


D.-I5 




BfOier 


ngeli 


Looks. 






fl 


le reads 


i.f,li 


matm 


pnti 






Of One 


vhoe 


melc 


ave 





And liberats the elave. 



Wlien all men (hall be free ; 
And mn^ical, u silver bells, 
TlieJr r-Utng chains shall be. 



TtIR CODNTKSS OP I.OVEI.ACK. 83 

And following her beloved Lord, 

In decent poverty, 
She makes her life one sweet record 

And deed of charity. 

For she was rich and gave up all 

To break the iron bands 
Of those who waited in her hall 

And laboured on her lands. 

Long since beyond the Southern Son 
Their outbound sails have sped, 

While she, in meek humility, 
Now earns her daily bread. 

It is their pmyers, which never cease, 
That clothe her M-ith such giacc ; 

Their blessing is the light of peace 
That shines upon her face. 

1.0NOFKf.I.OW. 



THE COUNTESS OF LOVELACE. 
** Ada ! tole dAoghter of my house and heart.' 

Lady, thy brow is very bright, 
Thy looks arc glad and gay, 

And thy young eyes shqd gentle light 
Around them as they play ; 
(51) 3 
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5 34 TlIK COUMTlfSS OF LOVELACE. 
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5 No shadows Hngor on thy sight, 

■ But they do smile away I 

And still — though happiness doth seem 
To gild thoc with its brightest beam, 
And sing unto thy soul a. song 
Whose melody charms life along, — 
I SCO thee in a sadder mood 

Than sunshine should inspu-e, 
For in my poet's hcait doth brood 

The memoiy of thy sire I 
And gushingly upon my brain 
Gomes floating that angelic strain 
Of Love, so deep — so warm — so wild— 
Which Byron lavished on his child ; 
Then Genius and A£fection giew 
More beautiful while blessing you ; 
And pour'd out, in their fond excess, 
The poetiy of tenderness I 

Thou livost in those lines : their light 

Is glowing round thee now. 
And, in the world's admiiing sight. 

Dwells ever on thy brow. 
It cannot gaze on thee — their gem — 
Without a passing thought of them ; 
And Memoi7's cup flows to the brim, 
At sight of thee, with dreams of him — 
Tlie Bard who made his ieagle tame 
In passion as the dove. 



TtiE CODNTESS OF LOVELACK. 35 

To sbed around his Ada*s name 

A Father's Iialo-Iovc ; 
'Mid all the fires that vi'ai*ni*d his breast, 
As blight, but holier than the rest I 

And still the Poet's blessing crowns 

The beauty of thy life, 
It hallows all the Mother's hope, 

It sanctifies the Wife. 
Young Wife I fond Mother I give thee Joy, 

Shine stars on thy career, 
And love and happiness combine ' * 



To weave thy atmosphere ! 
Two merry children in thy heart 

Have made themselves a throne, 
And sit, as in thy Father's soul 

Thou once didst sit alone 1 
May their fair Mother live with pride 

To watch them on to fame. 
Far as a Byron's genius darts 

The dazzle of its name I 

ANON. 
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il ■ FROM THE ARABIC. 

'>Vhilb sad suspense and chill delay 

Bereave my wounded soul of rest ; 
New hopes, new fears, from day to day, 

By turns assail my lab'ring breast. 
My heart, which ardent love consun^e^, 

Throbs with each agonizing thought ; 
So flutters, with entangled plumes, 

The lark, in wily meshes caught. 

81 U W. JONES. 



THE POET'S PATH. 

The poet's patli of old, it passed 

By Grecian gi*ove and liill ; 
And through the wrecks of war and time 

We trace its splendour still ; 
For there the ancient temples rose, 

As at the tlif illing call 
Of that Egyptian wanderer's lyre 

Arose the Thcban wall. 

And since o'er many a distant shore 
That sta,iTy path hath shone, 

For gleaming through the Polar night. 
It cheered the frozen zone ; 
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THE poet's path. 37 I '\ 

The old Crusaders saw It shino > ,i 

Through rcahns of Eastern bloom, } 

And the wanderci*s of the Western woods 
Amid their leafy gloom. 

But like the ocean-doomed, who sought 

The happy isles of yore, 
The feet that seek that pleasant path 

May turn aside no more ; 
For tuneful lips that once have quaffed 

The bri<|;ht Castalian rill, 
Though never more they taste the wave, 

Will wander by it still. 

As he who traversed lands of old — 

The glorious and unknown — 
Returned at last in age to be 

A stranger in his own ; 
So hearts that early leave the dust. 

Tliat upward path to share, 
Forgotten lose their hold of earth, 

And seem but strangers there. ; 

A ■ 

But oh I what glorious visions shine, ' ! 

What lovely scenes arise. 
Around that mystic path, to win 

From earth the pilgi'ira's eyes 1 



88 0:i TUB PORTRAIT OP A LADT. 

Though ever seen through thorny brakos^ 

Or wastes of trackless sand, 
As Israel fi'om the wilderness 

Beheld his pi*omised land. 



Long, long, the early Muse hath left 

Her own, her Grecian isles ; 
And long the Runic harp is hushed 

Among the Noi*thorn wilds ; 
And o*cr the poet*s path a flood 

Of time and tears hath swept ; 
But still 'tis all of Eden which 

Our fallen world hath kept. 

PRA:fCBS BROW5. 



ON THE PORTRAIT OP A LADY. 

BY CIIALON. 

" Throw back the banlors ! — Marshal — see 

That, high above that shout, 
Herald and trumpet fearlessly 

Ring our defiance out I 
Long as this arm can lift a lance — 
This hand a chaiger rein. 
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0:f THE PORTRAIT OP A LAUY. 39 

Supreme o'er all yon Lady*s glance, 
Where beauty tlirongs, or pennons dunce, 

Devoted We niaintain I 
And kniglitly spur be backed from lieel, 

Reversed bis blazon bo, 
Wlio, Bright One, in the combat's peal, 

Stiikes feeble stroke for thee ! • 

Back with the bairiers I — undismayed ' 

Fling forth our cliallenge wide I t 

God, and one ln<:trous look to aid, * 

The battle We abide 1" i 



f 



Such, in the Tourneys noble days, • J 

Had haply been the guise t 

Of errant Minstrel's duteous praise, ; 

Beneath Her graciouss smile, whose gaze j 

Before us shadowed lies. — * 

But, woe for Beauty and for Bard, j 

Those days are gone — the glory -staned I i 

For Roland's honi of dreadful tone » 

We hear the Kniglitsbridgo bugles blown. 
And the sole fields of Cloth of Gold 
Are by veracious Robins sold. 
Nothing through earth or ocean's range 
But suffers dull disastrous change, — ( 

Save Woman's radiant looks that beam 

As ages back they beamed, 
Wlien Sydney wove his stairy dream. 

And Surrey's falchion gleamed. 



i 



■t 






k 



\ 



40 



THK CAPTIVITY OP FUAXC18 I. 



O blessed boon I — though vanished long 
Those stately times of sword and song I — 
Still blooins — though low the shaft is laid — 

The loved Acanthus undecayed. 

We drink deep faith from yonder face. 

That, though the sterner powei-s 
Of Chivalry are gone — its gi*ace 

And gla<lncss still are oui*s. 

B. SIMMONS 



THE CAPTIVITY OF FRANCIS I. 

PKOM TUB FRENCH. 

WuKS the King, from France depaitin^, 

Other lands to conquer sought, 
*Twas at Pavia he was taken, 

By tljo wily Spaniard caught. 

" Yield thee, yield thee straight, King Francis, 

Death or prison is thy lot." 
" Wherefore call you nie King Francis ? 

Such a monarch know I not.'* 



Then the Spaniard raised his mantle, 
And beheld the Fleur de lys ; 

Then they chain him, and, full Joyous, 
Bear him to captivity. 
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WIXTER AND TIIJC FLOWERS. 



41 



In a tower where moon nor sunlight 
Came but by a window small, 

Tliere he lay, and, as he gazes, 
Sees a conricr pass the wall. 

*• Courier, who art letters bringing. 
Tell me what in Franco is suid." 

" Ah I my news is sad and heavy, 
For the King is ta'en or dead I" 

" Back with speed, oh courier, hasten, — 
Haste to Paris back with speed : 

To my wife and little children, 
Bid them help me at my need ; 

" Bid them coin new gold and silver, 

All that Paris has to bring ; 
And send here a heap of treasure, 

To redeem the captive King." 

ANO.f. 



WINTER AND THE FL0AVER8. 

Old Winter lovetli not the flowers, for they 
Do mind him, with their meek and innocent 

looks. 
How soon his sceptre must be laid aside. 
Awhile since came the snowdrop preaching thus ; 




I 



42 WIXTER AND TH» FI.OWF.nS. 

ITim Winter heard, and hearing, inly vowed. 
That ho would wreak upon those rebel hosts 
Su(tden and sharp revenge ; so, putting on 
The aspect of mild Spring, he bade the winds 
Blow softly, and the unclouded sun look down 
With wanner i-adiance on the quickening eai-th : 
This did he many a day, till, one by one. 
Came forth the bursting flowei*s, and 'gan to ope 
Their faiiy blossoms, and their perfumes pour 
! Upon the pinions of the treacherous breeze. 
Then laughed Winter, with a scornful laugh, — 
And stripping ofT the mask, with killing eyes 
He looked around ; his helpless victims shi*ank 
Beneath that cruel gaze, and on their stems 
ITung, droopingly and pale ; then shouted he 
To his pitiless jailor. Frost, to bind his i*ea1m, 
Meadow, and garden, each gi'een pastoral spot, 
And woodland nook, and dell, and river bank, 
In chains of adamant : next morn the flowers 
Lay on the icy earth, withered and dead. 
But the sweet sky, as if in gentle ruth 
For such fell ravage, veiled the sun with clouds. 
And spread, with weeping face, above their 

gi*aves, 
A pall of virgin snow. 

T. WESTWOOD. 






7^_... 



/• 



43 



A LYRIC. 

I 8RB tliee, Glendalougli I — no dream 
Of wild imagination : 
Far lovelier do thy beauties seem 
To quiet contemplation — 
I see thee, and I hear a voico 
Into my bosom stealing, 
That bids me inwardly rejoice 
In ccstacy of feeling. 

And yet — for thoughts of sorrow will 
Oft mingle with our gladness, 
Creating, when the heart is still. 
No unbecoming sadness — 
While to this feast of nature I 
Both soul and sense suirendcr, 
I check not the obsequious sigh 
O'er faded pride and splendour. 

Tlio mists descend, the mountain heads 

With snow-like wreaths adorning : 

And through the glen unbroken spreads 

The stillness of the morning — 

No streamlets* voice — no bird along 

On dewy pinion soaring 

Chants forth to heaven its matin song, 

Melodious pleasure pouring — 
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44 so!io 

But solitude and silence dwell, 
Like sistei-s, here united ; 
I And EcliO in her rocky cell 

For ever rests delighted ! 
And pule Romance around each cave 
Is happy still to linger, 
And touch each mound and humble grave 
With sanctifying finger. 

C. J. SLACK. 
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SONG. 

FROM THE GERMAN OP OOBTHB. 

WiiK.f, o'er the landscape, charming spring 
Weeps 'mid her smiles in gentle showci*s. 
And fragrant op'niiig blossoms fling 
Their varied sweets from gay wild flowei-s, 
The evil and the good have rights 
On your protection, — then to man. 
Afford, yo little elfin sprites, 
Whatovei* friendly aid ye can I 

Wliile hovVing yon poor mortal's head around, 
Fulfil your duties as good fairies bound — 
}. Assuage the furious conflict in his heart. 

Ileal the keen wonnds of memory's fatal dart ; 
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RESERVE. 45 

With canning spells lull soitow's winti7 blast, 
And teach him blest oblivion of the past. 
Night hath divisions four ; but let them be 
Conjoined, for once, in mystic unity I ( 

i 

First, on the gi'eensward give him calm repose. 
Next, bathe him in the dew of Lethe's stream. 
So that with limbs refrcsh'd, like new-blown rose, 
lie may bud forth anew, with morning's gleam ; 
0*er him let Conscience' pangs have no control, 
And with celestial fire illume his soul I 

A GDRNKY. 



RESERVK. 



FROM THE FRENCH. 



SoMBTHixa should remain unseen, 
Ail the will should not appear ; 

For light thoughts will intervene, 
And light words to danger veer. 

Sometimes on the verge of speech. 

Better not be overbold. 
But little pausing caution teach, 

What to say and what withhold. 




IrUe talk li ever rise, 

ReiHtn BliouUl the treunrer be, 
Aud still uuietliing kcop in star*. 



THE LATE DISCO Vt:Rr. 

Sill stood where hilla iiero bigh and g 

Wliero llo>ver3 vfru s*pec nnd »M, 
WliEi-e ne'er before lier steps liad beei 

Tliecitj's toiliniclilld; 
But evfiU tba eliitigol spring titat she. 

Its siimljIiiB D'arberna', 
CoulJ ne'er restoi'o tbo spidng-tlme Bi 

From that youTig Itcail mid brow. 

Slie sail Uio ba].i-y liamlit hnmiB, 

In valleys fitir and fice I 
And lieiud, luiung tlia meaden' bloom 

Tha vulce of cliililliood's glea ; 
But from iliose wrly shaded oyca 

The teai-s WCM falling fii-t, 
M Iliua, anitdlier dying ilays, 

Iliebligliicd^pokeatlusCi 



THE LATB DISCOVERY. 47 

^ All I had the eartli such gloiious things 

Beneath so blue a sky, 
While all my cheerless, hopeless springs 

In darkness glided by f 
Did all these lovely scenes expand, | 

These happy hearts exist, i 

And yet, amid the pleasant land. 

How was my poi-tion mist f 



Alas I for human sacrifice. 
The stain of every clime ; 



i 
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For I have seen the palace hall 

In distant splendour gleam. 
And heai'd the midnight festival 

Awake my weaiy dream ; 
And all that wealth from farthest shore 

Or distant wave could bring, 
Mine eyes have seen, but ne'er before 

Beheld the blessed spring. 



Though oft such visions long ago 

My lonely dreams have cross'd 
Yet never knew my soul, till now. 

The all that it had lost. ! i 

Oh, lovely vales I oh, glorious skies t ' \ , 

Oh, flowers of balmy breath t 
How will ye gladden other eyes 

AVhen mine are sealed in death. 



/ 
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48 TO WILLIAM B. CIIA!INf!te. 

For all wlioso youtli nn pitied dies, 
Tlie lost, the doomed of time. 

Ah 1 well, well, may tliat promised shore 
He bright with tcai'Iess bliss, 

If it to withered hearts restore 
Their summers lost on this." 

FRAJICKS BROWM. 



TO WILLIAM E. CIIANNINO. 



TiiK pages of thy book I read, 

And as I closed each one. 
My heart rcspoudmg, ever said, 

" Servant of God I well done 1'* 

Well done 1 Thy works arc great and bold ; 

At times they seem to me. 
Like Luther's, in the days of old, 

llalf-battlcs for the free. 

Go on, until this land revokes 

The old and chartered Lie, 
The feudal curse, whose whips and yokes 

Insult humanity. 

.A voice is ever at thy side 

Speaking in tones of might 
Like the prophetic voice, that cried 

To John in Patmos, " Write I" 
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A ROMANCE OF TI1E GAXOt 

IT itind boncatli the niidiiigLi, 
lolde tiiD river-Ki, 
nn water ttreopeth white aioiind 
he ihsdow of the tree. 

moon end cartli are face to face, 
.nd earth la tiiuicod dnp I 

w»ro-voicfl Bcems Ilio toIco of drea 
Dd«r through her slcop. 

What bring tliey 'ne*th tlie midnight, 



1^ 00 - A ROMAJICE OP THB OASOBS. 

Tlie luaidons lean tliem over 

« 

The \vatei-8, side by side. 
And shun each ot1ier*s deepening eyes, 

And gaze adown the tide : 
And each withhi a little boat 

A little flame hath lit ; 
If blight it move, the loved doth love, — 

And love doth fail with it — 

The river flowctli on. 

Go, little boats, go softly, 

And guard the symbol spark 1 
The little boats go soft and safe 

Across tlie waters dark. 
And Luti's eyes have caught the fii*e 

They watch ; and unawares. 
That blessed while, she lets a smile 

Creep silent through her prayers 1 

The river floweth on. 

[ The smile — where hath it wandered ? — 
She risoth from her knee ; 
She holds her <lark wet locks away— 

There is no light to see I 
She cries a quick and bitter cry — 

" Nulecni, launch mc thine 1 
We must have light abroad to-night. 
For all the wi*eck of mine 1" 

The river floweth on. 
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A ROMANCE OF THE OAXGBS. i)! 

" Come thou — tliou never knewest 

A grief, that thou shouldst fear it — 
Thou wearest still the happy look 

That feels another's near it I 
Thy humming-bird is in the sun, 

Thy cuckoo in the grove ; 
And all the three broad worlds, for thee, 

Are full of wandering love." 



She kneeled by the water — 

She lighted up the flame — 
And o*er her youthful forehead's calm 

The trembling radiance came. 
Go, little bOAt ; go, soft and safe, 

And guard the symbol spark I 
Soft, safe, doth float the little boat 

Across the waters dark. 

The river flowcth on. 






The river flowcth on. | 



The little maiden cometh — i 

She cometh shy and slow ; I 

I ween she seeth through her lids, i 

They di'op a-down so low I s 

Her tresses near her small feet bare — | 

She stands, and speaketh nought ; \ 

Yet blusheth red, as if she said I ■' 

The name she only thought. i 

The river floweth on. | J 



I 
I 
I 
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A ROMANCE OP THR OAXOKH. 



Glad tears her eyes have blinded — 

The light they cannot reach — 
She turneth with that sudden smile 

She learnt before her speech. 
" I do not hear his voice ; the tears 

Have dimmed my light away ; 
But the symbol light will last to-night 

The love will last for aye." 

The river floweth on. 

Then Luti spake behind her — 

Out spake she bitterly: 
" By the symbol light that lasts to-night, 

Wilt vow a vow to me ?" 
She gazeth upward in her face ; 

Soft answer maketh she : 
" By loves that last when lights are past, 

I vow that vow to thee." 

The river floweth on. 

An earthly look had Luti, 

Though her voice was deep as prayer. 
" The rice is gathered from the plains. 

To cast upon thine hair. 
And when he comes, his marriage-band 

Around thy neck to throw ; 
Toward his gaze thy bride-smile raise, 





And ask of . . . 


. . . Luti*s wo ;" 




t 




Tlie river floweth on. 
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Press deep adnwn thy motlier-sDillo 

UpcQ Lia liiigttts long — 
yicw -deep bl3 pretty cbiWisb eyo — 

And (ell of— Lpti'i wrong I" 



Sbs looked Dp In wonder, 

let toftly oDBirered elie — 
" By lorei Uiat last wben Hj{hts are past, 

I lowed tbat tow to thee I 
Dutwliyglndi^lElWF.lliuta bride-day be 

Byaivorilflfirodcfilid— 
Tbat ■ word of wrdng ta^e Ihc cradte aong 

Fi-om tbe«IUofa!;inl•?»cllilcl!"-• 
" Why 1" Luti said, wid ier laugh itas draad, 

Her tangh waa low and wild— 
" Tlittt tbe fair new love niay the bridegi-oi 

PIDTO, 

And tbe &ther ilianie tlie child I" 
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54 uoPB. 

He mixed his voice with thine — and his 

Was all I heard around 1 
But now, beside his chosen biido, 

I hear the river's sound I" 

The river floweth on. 

Come back I she hath departed — 
3 The word is wandering with her, 

^ And the stilcken maidens hear afar 
j The step and cry together. 

I O syjibols 1 none are frail enow 
§ For mortal joys to borrow I 

j While bright doth float Nuleeni's boat, 

She weepeth, daik with sorrow I 
j The liver floweth on. 

; R. B. BARRETT 



HOPE. 



Hope ! ready promisor, unsure performer, 
Unequal architect, that builds the mole 
Which breaks the mountain billows into spray: 
Or fabrics fragile as the gossamers*. 
That come and vanish with the dews of morn ; 
Bitter betrayer, yet sweet counsellor. 
Voucher believed with thousand broken oaths 1 
Friend false, yet, for a fair face, trusted still — 
Why do I listen to thee? Joyful dream, 
That turns out oft, on waking, blank despair ; 



/ / ^ 



^ — ^ 

—_ — ^ 

I 

MY QRAVe. 56 I 

Why do I trust tby visions and dream on, 

Gi'asping the good I never ni<iy enjoy ? 

Yet art thou blest so far — The naked wretch 

Goes clad by thee the while — the hungry feasts ! 

The woe-begone forget their tears and smile I 

The better part of being is filled up 

With solace by thee, and the load, that else 

Would break the back, is boi*n with patience still I 

Thou art the anodyne which lulls the pang, ! ' 

That should not chide thee, tho* it wakes again I | 

The stimulant which breaks the lethargy, | :; 

Wliich, tho* it close on us again, thou robb'st » ' 

Of so much being, else were swallowed up I | ,! 

Thou art a good, although a doubtful one ; I ■, 

And, wanting thee, this fitful course of life f. ' 

Were never half run through. j :; 

8. KN0WLK8. \ '', 



MY GRAVE. i 

Shall they bury me in the deep, 
Wliere wind -forgetting waters sleep ? 
Shall they dig a giave for me 
Under the gi'ecn-wood tree? 
Or on the wild heath, 
Wliere the wilder bi eatli 
Of the stonn doth blow f 
Oh, no I oh, no I 




M MY ORATB. 

Shall tliey bury me in the Palace Toinl>s, 
Or under the shade of Cathedral domes f 
Sweet 'twere to He on Italy's shore ; 
Yet not there — nor in Greece, though I love it 

more. 
In the wolf or the vulture my gi-ave sliall I find f 
Shall my ashes career on the world -seeing wind? 
Shall they fling my corpse in the battle mound. 
Where coffinless thousands lie under the ground f 
Just as they fall they ai-e buried so — 
Oh, no 1 oh, no 1 

No ! on an Iiisli green hill-side, 
On an opening lawn — but not too wide ; 
For I love the drip of the wetted trees — 
On me blow no gales, but a gentle breeze, 
To freshen the tui*f : put no tombstone there. 
But green sods deCk*d with daisies fair. 
Nor sods too deep; but so that the dew, 
The matted gi'&ss-roots may trickle through — 
Be my epitaph writ on my country's mind, 
'* He served his country and loved his kind." 
Oh I 'twere merry unto the grave to go. 
If one were sure to be buHed so. 



67 

A WISH. 

Oh I that I were a fairy sprite to wander 
111 foi-ost paths, o'ci-arclied with oak and beech ; 
Where the sun's yellow light, in slanting rays, 
Sleeps on the dewy moss : what time tlie breath 
Of early mom stirs the white hawthorn boughs. 
And fills the air with showers of snowy blossoms. 
Or lie at sunset *mid the pnrple heather, 
Listening the silver music that rings out 
From the pale mountain bells, swayed by the 

wind. I 

Or sit in rocky clefts above the sea, i 

While one by one the evening stars shine forth } 
Among the gathering clouds, that strew the \ 

heavens 
Like floating purple wreaths of mournful night- 
shade I 

F. A. BCTLBR. 



MY FATHER. 
" At evcnlng-time there aha'l be lifcht." 

Sacrru the Itour when thon, my sainted father, 
Wast of thy worn-out sinking clay undressed, 

Softly, by his pale hand who comes to gather 
Time's weai-y pilgrims home to joy and rest 



m 



MY KATilKR. 



Noiseless and clear, and holiest of tho seven. 
That day when thy last eai*thly sun went 
down, 
Thy Sabbath, closing here, began in heaven. 
Whilst thy meek brow changed ashes for a 
crown. 

Hush was the evening : not a zephyr swelling 
Heaved the trce-blossom or tho woodbine 
leaves, 
Silent, tho bird that sung about our dwelling 
Slept where she nestled, close beneath its 
eaves. 

Cloudless the moon and stars above were shining 
When Time's last ray to thy mild eye was 
shed ; 
While Death's cold touch, life's silver cord en- 
twining. 
Brought his chill night-dew on thy reverend 
head. 



Ninety full years of pilgi-image completing. 
How didst thou linger till one Sabbath more : 

'Twas holy time: thy pure heart stilled its 
beating : 
Pain, work, and waif are wore for ever o'er I 



MT FATHER. 59 

Now, whilo the robin, past tliy window flying, 

Leads off licr young, forsaking Iicre her nest, | 

Constant the wild bird, wliere tliy dust is lying, j 
Sings her sweet hymn, a requiem to its rest. 

t 

Tliere has it joined the ashes of my mother, ! 

Faithful, re-wedded to its only bride : i 

And there thy latest born, my younger brother, 

Thy fond heart's cai-e, sleeps closely by her 
side. 

Yet, angel-father, over Jordan's water. 

Is it so fai', that now thou canst not see 
Back to the shore, where lonely stands thy \ 
daughter, 
Spiinkling its rocks and thorns with tears for i 
theef 

H 
'i 

Art thou so distant, visions of thy glory j , 

May not bo granted to her mortal sight ; 
When she so long watched o'er thy head so 

boaiy. 
Smoothing its pillow till that mouniful night f 

Since here so oft, in pain, the path of duty 
Thy patient feet with steady steps have trod, 

Safe now they walk the golden streets in beauty ; 
And, O t thy blessed eyes see peace in God I 

MISS il. F. GOUI.D. 
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MEMORY. 

All! why should I recall them — the gay the 

joyous years, 
Ere hope was cross'd or pleasure dimm'd by sor- 
row and by tears f 
Or why sliould memory love to trace youth's 

glad and sunlit way, 
When those who made its charms so sweet ai*e 

gathered to decay ? 
The summer's sun shall come again, to bnghten 

hill and bower — 
Tlic teeming caii^h its fragi*ance bring beneath 

the balmy shower ; 
But all in vain will mem'17 strive, in vain we 

shed our tears — 
They're gone away and can't return — the friends 

of boyhood's years 1 



Ah I why then wake my sorrow, and bid me 

now count o'er 
The vanished friends so dearly prized — the days 

to come no more — 
The happy days of infancy, when no guile our 

bosoms knew. 
Nor reck'd we of the pleasures that with each 

hour flew f 



/ 



THE LAND OF LIBERTY. 

Where may that glorious land be found 
Which gloiious bai'ds have sung ; 

Tlie chosen of the nations, crowii'd 
"With fame for ever young f 



THF. LAXD OF LIBERTY. 61 

•Tis all in vain to weep for them — the past a 

dream appears ; 
And where are they — the loved, the young, the 

friends of boyhood's years f 

Cro seek them in the cold church*yai'd — they 

long have stolen to rest ; 
But do not weep, for their young cheeks by woe 

were ne'er oppressed : 
Life's sun for them in splendour set — no cloud | 

came o'er the ray S 

That lit them fi-om this gloomy world upon their i 

joyous way, •■ 

No tears about their graves be shed — but sweet- <i 

est flowers be flung — | 

The fittest off 'ring thou canst make to hearts 

that perish young — 
To hearts this world has not toiii with racking 

hopes and fears ; 
For blessM are they who pass away in boyhood's 

happy years I clbrb. 



I 
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G'2 THE LAXD OF LIBERTT. 

A fame that filled the Grecian sea, 
And I'ang through Roman skies ; 

O ! ever bright that land must be, 
But tell us where it lies t 



Tlie rose-crown*d Summer ceaseless shines 

On orient realms of gold, 
The holy place of eai'ly shrines. 

The fair, the famed of old : — 
But ages on their flood have borne 

Away the loftiest fane. 
Yet left upon the lands of Morn 

A still unbroken chain. 



The West, O ! wide its forests wave, 

But long the setting sun 
Ilath blushed to see the toiling slave 

On fields for freedom won ; 
Still mighty in their seaward path 

Roll on the ancient floods. 
That miss the brethren of their youth, 

The dwellers of the woods. 

The North, with misty mantle lours 
On nations wise and brave, 

Who gather from a thousand shores 
The wealth of land and wave ; 
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THE SLAVE SINGING AT MIDNIGHT. 

Loud he sang tbe psalm of David t 

lie, a Negro and enslaved, I 

Sang of Isracrs victoiy. 

Sang of Zion, blight and free. I 

In that hour, when night is calmest. 
Sang he from tlie Hebrew Psalmist, 
In a voice so sweet and clear 
That I could not choose but hear. 

Songs of tiiumph, and asciiptions, 
Such as reached the swarth Egyptians, 
■\Vhen upon the Red Sea coast 
Perished Pharaoh and his host. 



And the voice of his devotion 
Filled my soul with strange emotion ; 
For its tones by turns were glad, 
Sweetly solemn, wildly sad. 



Paul and Silas, in their prison, 
Sapg of Christ, the Lord arisen. 
And an eai*thquake*s aim of might 
Broke their dungeon-gates at night. 



-Il 



I 



LOVK'S looks. — TUB MOURNERS. 66 

But, alas I what boly angel 
Brings the slave this glad evangel f 
And what earthquake's arm of might 
Breaks his dungeon-gates at night ? 

LONGFELLOW. ' i 

\ 

I 

LOVE'S LOOKS. ] 

Oh I turn those eyes away from mo I : 

Though sweet, yet feaif ul arc theii* rays ; 

And though they beam so tenderly, 

I feel I ti'emble 'neath their gaze. ♦ 

Oh, turn those eyes away I for though ! 

To meet their glance I may not dare, 

I know their light is on my brow, ', 

By the warm blood that mantles there. I 

i 
F. A. BUTLER 



THE MOURNERS. 



I FROM THE GERMAN OP IMMERMANN. 

I 



The leaves come whirling from the trees, 
The autumn wind blows chill ; 

Know you the old decaying bouse 
In the wood so deep and still ? 

(61) 5 
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GG THE UOURMKRI. 

The yellow leaves lie tliick around. 

The winds wail all about, 
A pale and lovely countenance 

Looks from the window out. 

That pale and lovely face, how calm 

It looks ill evening gray 1 
The lady who has spoke to none, 

Tu none a word will say. 

No serving-man hath she, no maid; 

To no man's voice gives heed ; 
A sound. is heard when day declines, 

As of a coming steed. 

Like a horse*s tread it comes a-neai* ; 

She listens — forth she bends ; 
And lo ; an old gi-ey -headed knight 

Before the door descends. 

lie climbs the stairs ; and now, a kiss 

Upon her brow imprest, 
" How ai-t thou now, dear child ?" said he, 

f And held her to his breast. 

') 

»■■ 

\ 

I They sate them to a table of stone, 

I And looked with looks of woe : 

" Sing me," said he, " that little song, 



I As thou didst long ago.** 



/.' ^^ 



" The world turns topsy-turvy now 
And lauds the new as piime : 

But we-— we have our bitter grief 
And mcmoi7 of old time ! 



TUB M0UK5ER8. 67 

She answered, ** Ah 1 how gay I was 
When Love*s young morning shone, 

But now, old man, 'tis so no more, 
My young friend he is gone I 

" I deck my hair with rosemary. 

My funeral ci'0\i7i to be I 
Thou know'st, old man, thou knowest well, 

Thy only son was he I" 



In a ghostly voice the old man spake. 

In a ghostly voice replied : I 

•* He fell in the joyous sti-ength of youth— ^ 

In the ocean-fight he died r ^ 

•* For the honour of my Lord he fell, I 

Mangled with sword and shot — 
I gladly gave my Lord my all — 

My son withhold I not 1 ' 

** My Lord is dead I thy love is dead I ' 

Like sorrow for us two ! 

The world plays another game, • 

"With which we've nought to do 1 f 



I 



I. 
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} ' 

I ** And with OS two the play is played : — 
i, Thou ait weak and I am old 1" 

I The yellow leaves whirled round the house, 
J The autumn wind blew cold. 

Who had'been t^ere had wept to hear 
- The two so sadly speak : 

But there was not a sing?e tear 
On either woful cheek 1 

MART Bowrrr. 



I 
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SONNET. 

TO A LADY. 

Tht soft seraphic beauty, as I gaze, 
Sinks through the passive senses to the heart. 
And builds its dwelling there ; — becoming part 
Of my mind*s aii7 kingdom. It allays 
1 The restless fever that for ever preys 
I Upon the vitals of my joy : — no art 
J Can win that withering demon to depart ; 
I But in thy sight I scarcely feel it stays ; 
My being becomes merged and lost in thine, 
Blended and interfused, and making one 
With that I look upon. These thoughts of mine. 
That, when they tui*n from thee, blind and alono 
And weary, over trackless deserts roam, — 
Can nowhere else find rest — a Temple, or a 
Home 1 A. B. M. 



^ 
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TOE LAUENT OF AK IKDIAH CHIEF. 

tTbire li tlia hvre. ot tbe wBl«n ; 



Wbera Is ttie Riow-wreath of irinterr 
Pars in tlie fOrest depths it Is;: 
But tbe Oreat Spirit looked tn>m ths Btflrmleu 

And tlia inoH-wre&th puiwd mnay 
In its O'h brcatliing 1 

Where Is the cloudlet of sommer f 

Palely it ilept on the ekj'a calm breast; 

ButthewindsblBwstrongaQdtba Umpest rose— 

Tht cloud found a darker reit, 

No more retuniing 1 

Genlle and lad aa tbe niglit'g cold breath t 
Ah 1 ir then hadst been lesa swwt and folr, 
Thoa wouldst not have clumned eold death, 
Nor [rieted Omeena I 
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Lnrsi. 



Vain is the voice of my soirow ! 
Never again to the earth nor me 
Thy spirit returns from the Shadowy Land : 
And with tears shall I gaze, like thee, 
On stars and flowers I 

Yet will I cease from my mourning, 
Child of the moon-lit Ocean-foam I 
For a captive, and orplian, and lonely in woe, 
Manitto hath called thee home. 

To meet the long lost I 

Soon may I come to thee, dearest I 
Sorrow and tears and the tomb are not there, 
And the flowers have no fading, the storm never 
comes. 
And Joy fills the boundless air. — 

Sleep, sleep, thou dreamless I 

O. H. COTTOir. 



LINES 



TO TUB DUCHESS OF ST. ALBANS. 



7 



'Tis said we may commune with Nature's face 
Till her images pass to our own — 

That the features borrow a finishing grace 
From those which they rest upon. 



^ 



LlXEa. 



TliuSy Lady, methinks in thy glance I trace 
The look of thy Falcons, their pride of place, 
And their eye, that affronts the full sun. 



Yet how still they sit, in their hooded shade, 

At thy side — as if changed to doves ! 
As docile — As gentle I — So changes the maid 

When wed to the lord she loves I 
So changed art thou — but for him alone ; — 
So thy Falcons are changed for thee I 
The aspinng spirit still dwells in both ; 
The mounting thoughts, — that, nothing loth. 
Now cling to the Eai-th, — oft yearn to be free. 
And wing the free air in their strong heart-glee I 



Tet these flowers tell that thy gentle soul 

Can take from the low Earth themes of joy — 
Tliat thy woman's heait owns no control 
Can its sex's sweetest passion destroy. 
While thy soul, then, soai-s, like thy Falcons, to 

Heaven, 
And thy Heart, like the Flowers, to Earth is 

given. 
What wonder if Beauty Immortal hath found 

thee, 
And flung all its spells, like spirits, around thee. 
Shielding thy thoughts fi*om all annoy. 
And making thy life one long dream of Joy t 

AVy P0X80XBY. 



I :; 



I 
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TO A STAR. 

Thou little star, tliat in the purple clouds 

Haiig'st, like a dew-drop, in a violet bed ; 
First gem of evening, glittering on the shrouds, 

'Mid whose dark folds the day lies pale and 
dead, 
As through my tears my soul looks up to thee, 

Loathing the heavy chains that bind it here, 
There comes a feaiful thought that misery 

Perhaps is found, even in thy distant sphere. 
Art thou a world of sorrow and of bin, 

The heritage of death, disease, decay ; 
A wilderness, like that we wander in. 

Where all things fairest soonest pass away ; 
And are there graves in thee, thou radiant 
world. 

Round which life's sweetest buds fall withered. 
Where Hope's bright wings in the dai'k earth lie 
furled. 

And living heaits arc mouldering with the 
dead? 
Perchance they do not die that dwell in thee, 

Perchance theirs is a darker doom than ours ; 
Unchanging wo, and endless misery, 

And morning that hath neither days nor 
hours. 




TUB BRIGHT HOURS OF MEMORY. 73 

Ilonible dream I — O dark and dismal path, 
Where I now weeping walk, I will not leave 
thee. 

Earth has one boon for all her children — death : 
Open thy arms, oh mother I and receive me I 

Take off the bitter burthen from the slave. 
Give me my bii*thright 1 give — the grave, the 

gl-ave I F. A. BUTLEB. 



TIIE BRIGHT HOURS OF MEMORY. 

The blight hours of mem*ry — oh, who can look 

back. 
Retracing his path through the desoi't of years, 
Nor find, in the wastes of that long-trodden 

track, 
Some far isle of verdure, whose dew is not 

tears; 
Some spot to whose greenness his steps would 

ratum. 
In spite of the thorns and the deserts between, 
Could they bear back the spirit that once thoy 

had borne, 
Or find it the region that once it had been f 




74 THB BRiaHT HODRS 07 MRMORT. 

Tlie lights of the past may be feeble and few, 

And seen through the mist when life's morning 
was grey, 

t And pleasures and hopes which they brought to 
; our view. 

Like the mists of that mom, may have melted 
" away ; 

But still their bright track, which remains in 
^ the soul, 

5 No shadows can cover, no tears can efface ; 
i Around it life's billows and tempests may 
I roll, 

: But they leave it still clear for the pilgrim to 
I trace. 



Perchance 'twas an hour when the triumph of 

youth 
Arose o'er its labours, and honours achieved, — 
Perchance when the vows of affection and 

truth 
Were fervently uttered and fondly believed ; 
Or far in the distance of childhood it lies, 
Where dim, as the cloud-covered mountains, 

have grown 
The scenes that suri'ound it,— but still in our 

eyes 
It seems like one spot where a sunbeam hath 

shone. 



THE BRIOUT HOURS OF MEMORY. 75 

The bright hours of mem'ry, — how oft in our 
dreams 

They bring us the glory of long summer days, 

The joy of the spring-time's fii-st blossoms and 
beams, 

And the laughter that rang by the winter 
hearth's blaze I 

And, oh I there are hearts, though by fate long 
estranged. 

And eyes that can lighten our Journey no more, 

Tliat come in those visions, still true and un- 
changed. 

With the light and the love and the gladness of 
yore I 



Bright, bright shines the beacon of hope from 

afar, — 
And stroYig is the faith of our youth to pursue 
Tlie path of its promise, till dim grows the star, 
And faint grow our steps in the wilderness 

too : — 
But ne'er of her treasures can Mem'ry be reft. 
And dark must the days of his pilgrimage bo 
Who finds not one hour, in his retrospect, left. 
Like a full ark of joy on the desolate sea ! 

FRAXCGS BROWIf. 
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THE SHRINE. 

PART I. 

t Who knows not, fair Sicilian land I 

How proudly thou wert famed of yore, 
I When all the muses hymned thy strand. 

And pleased to deck so sweet a shore, 
Bacchus and Ceres, hand in hand, 

To thee their choicest treasures bore. 
And saw uprise their graceful shrines 
'Mid waving corn and curling vines. 



Yes I land thou wort of fiiiits and flowers. 

The favoured land of deity — 
By Jove made glad with suns and showers, 

By Neptune cheered with brightest sea — 
E'en Dis, beneath his gloomy bowers, 

Had heaid and loved to dream of thee, 
And, when he willed to take a bride. 
Snatched her from Enna*s sloping side. 

Those hollow creeds have passed away — 
Those false, yet graceful shrines are gone ; 

A purer faith, of stricter sway, 
For our behoof, their place hath won ; 





thi »hbi»b. 
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Aj3d Chrirtitu RlUn orerUj 




Ton toniplc' 






And in Minerv 






Subllmesl wisdom delgiui to dwaU. 




And where, wit 


hlo lomo deep ihy wood, | 


And aeen bn 




ng boogh. I 


In silent mub 


e Dlan itood. 




Bebuld Ah 














Bokllory!— Muttiei 


-tbou ! 


Boat hallo™ «n. 


b old pagan spot, 




Oi- itori«l rtrei 


un. or fabled grot. 





Tlia derloui pilgrim, fiir begniled. 
How glsdl;r tlotli be tarn to greet 

Tbj long-sought lm»ge "inid the wild I— 
A calming thougbtt a viilon iweet t 

If £]-iGfl>s tiU, ttJen, Lady mlldl 
I'll)' gonlle aid howiUentreu, 

And bOA'cd in boait not less tbsu deed, 

FIndetb ■ piayar to St the need. 

Thy shrines are loiely, wheresoe'er — 
And yet, If It wore mine to ctioose 

One, lorelieBt, where fretted Cure 
Might come to teat, or Tbought to miise. 



.^ 
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TUB SURINB. 



'Twould be that one, so soft and fair, 

That standeth by old Syracuse, 
Just where those salt sea waters take 
The likeness of an inland lake. 



Green-tendrillcd plants, in many a ring. 
Creep round the grey stone tenderly. 

As though in very love to cling 

And clasp it — wliile the reverent sea 

A fond uplooking wave doth bring, 
To break, anon, submissively ; 

As if it came that brow to greet, 

Then whisper praise beneath thy feet. 




When suns, that sink in twilight clear. 
Forth from the city tempt to roam. 

Be mine to meet mild evening here. 
And muse on friends I've left at home. 

But she who loves the mariner, 
Shall yet moi-e duly hither come, 

Where fitly thou art held to be 

Our Guardian Lady of the Sea. 



THE SHRINK 



ej liavD di'oppcd on beniU 
In the lo»i7 lite conibino, 
ona Is cradled peuebly — 



tlie niidnigliC SDrgea leap an 
What marvel ir a niathor >ree; 

And thinking on the tropic 
I>alb See to Clico, Mother lu 
Tliou Uother of the DIesud C) 



Through windi, that sweep like hurridiine, 
And dendl]' ligUtning's lurid light, 

Bho spcedeth to the pillared fsne, 

Where than clost stand in bIIvoi- bright. 



And tliivugli tha porUl glidotli la. 



'IliM welcnmca to ihe l-at-a tt GodI 
I lavBiUwkfo-iprcad mailileflijnr. 

By every fool In fi-eedom trod I 
Fico kluia let ms kneel beforo^ 

Fi-es u tlie pathway or tlie sod. 
Whence jounieyinE pilgrim, 'inid bi-oad »ir, 
WufCs unprcmnditated piayer I 

euc prayctli 'mid the lilcnt pilo— 
Her wlilspeii round Oie columng creep; 

Slic prayetli a)] alone, the while 
Ilcr bahes it homo aecui-ely sleep ; 

Tlieir brother luvudta bee liL'r Amlle — ' 



But now, when ove Is wlm and blight. 
You see her bare, and not alone — 

Ilcr children, In Iha Eveot blue light. 
Are with her hy the Bculptured ilane; 



Il l KW MM^ 



n 



THE SHRINE. 81 

WitU her they share a soothing sight, 

Yon scarce-stirred bark — the only one — 
Almost as still, on that still tide. 
As unrocked cradle by her side. 



Bland omen doth that vessel bring — i 

" As smoothly sails his vessel now !'* ' 

And mark how hope and fondncss'cling \ 

Around the elder maiden's brow ; [ 

The while on that dear younger thing, ] 
Too young to frame itself a vow, 

The mother tltoughtful hand doth lay, , j 

And timely teacheth how to pray I 



As homeward now their way they trace. 
Their bosoms own no anxious smart ; 

For they have seen that blessed face, 
And felt how She can calm impait. 

Who, though in heaven's supremest place, 
Bears, as on earth, a woman's heait ; 

And know that She will guard him — She I 

Mother of Him who walked the sea I 



And if at last tho?e hopes deceive, 

Tet be our reasoning scorn reprcst : 
Nay — since 'tis sweet to those who grieve, j 

To dream of comfort and of rest — ! 

(51) G \ 
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82 THE DRIDB*S DCPARTDRB. 

Forgive tlicin, if tlicy d» believe, 

And, leanisg: on that Mother Blest, 
litnk. earth below to heaven above 
By tender ties of human love. 

i. KB!(VO!r. 



THE BRIDE'S DEPAJITURB. 

Qi-icK I to the Poit I adowu the seaward stair 
Arc laid rich tissues for a bridal guest: 

Yon merry gondolier, whom seeks he there, 
AVith gilded oar, and prow with gailands 
dress'd ? 

The Flower of Venice 1 Princes sued to wear 
Tliat maiden rose : — and on a stranger's breast 

She folds her sweetness I Hasten I he hath been 

Too bold, too blest, to bear her forth unseen I 

So 1 in truth a noble brow, 
l^fanly form, and gracious bearing, 
AVitli a joyful glance, and daring I 

Such a gallant wight, I vow, 
Maiden would not leave despairing. 

Who hath seen him — Cousin, thou ? — 
Strange I that he hath come and gone, 

"While his gay emprise pursuing, 
Hidden thus from all but one I — 
For a love not lightly won. 

Say, was e'er such secret wooing ? 



\ 
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THE bride's departure. 
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None may count how many moons 

Watched him, when the West breathed 
coolly 

From the hills of steep Friuli, 
Gliding o*er the dim lagoons. 
Well he knew what shadow falls, 

Shine the star-gleams ne*er so biightly, 
Slanting from those lofty walls 

Where the singer, shrouded nightly. 
Poured his love in madiigals. 

Many a fancy-stricken dame 

Threw her opened lattice wide, 
Wondered whence the music came ; 

Whose that winning foreign tongue, 
Whose the peerless praise it sung, 

Listening through the gloom, and sighed 
Wishes she had blushed to name I 

Now that shade is lost in shine, 
Say what wandering hopes and sweet 
Yonder bridal train may cheat — 

Cousin, what a blush was thine I 

The bride descends : below one dainty foot, 
Trusted to air, the ready boat lies heaving. 

What if her eyelids di'oop, her voice be mute ! 
Love's blessing cheer thee, Flower of Venice I 
leaving 




■pyaghJ*'*^* 
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\ Home, kindred, countty I Bitter sweet tbe fiiiit 
\ Of tliy long-eheiished passion I nursed by 

'-. grieving, 

Vexed by strong fears ; and dashed with bod- 
ings dim, 
- Even in the hour which yields thee all to him I 

To him I whose hand upholds thee I To his prize 
He clings, a living type of rapture, glowing 
' All hope, and pride, and tendei*ness, in eyes 

That seeing thee see heaven I — and gaily 
shewing 
Yon restless bark, that waits but ere she flies 
; For her sweet freightage, seems a Genius, 

wooing [fond. 

Thy heart from its faint fears and memories 
To a new life of Joy tliat shines beyond I 

Pale she looks, but passing fair ; 

Such a mein tlie biide should wear: 
Fitly tended, too, behold 
\ Sour Lorenza's prudish care ; 

^ Saints I methinks she fain would scold, 

i Thinking shame that youth should dare 

I Such a virgin hand to hold I 

< Nay ! *tis well the forward page 

Mocks her primness — yonder maiden, 
\ Quick Zabetta, too, were aiding, 

\ But that softer claims engage — 



But the lire — can lie rcfiain, 
Whan hit f avoiiriio's foot is preuing 

From one look, oiio word of tlMslngf 
Well-k-dayl 'twas hard to yield 

Ilcr, th^Lt oiil^hrlgljtcst daughter; 
Tbui Ills ii-eful hearC was lUeled ; 
Tbns the pined itith Iot« concealed, 

WliUo tlie tlii^eatened sti'ioger soufUt lier : 
And to give the long-denied. 
Death alone could vring fi-om Piido 1 



Oh, fold her geatl; to tb:r heart I for thee, 
Sti-ange angnisb hath slie borne, for one Bi 

Da kind r she IsaTei, beyond ■ bomeleas ica, 
The tombs bar heart In solitude most seek ! 

Be all to ber I— all lost unless ihe be 
Paid by thy love for hii tbou mad'M liei 
bi-eak,— 

The household cliarm— the myiteiy that en- 



86 TUB soldier's oratitudb. 

And now unmoor 1 the painted galley springs, 
\ As the swart rowers brush the hissing foam ; 

\ The sail is spi'ead : Oh 1 happy be the wings 
• That speed the Rose of Venice from her 

home I 
Where evermore, the gondolier that sings 

By Lido's wall, or white St. Mary*8 dome, 
Will count from year to year how many sighed. 
The day that Adria lost her sweetest biide I 

J. R. CUORLBY. 



THE SOLDIER'S GRATITUDE. 

FROM THE FRENCH. 

'TwAs when the fight was nobly won. 

That, deafened by the cannon's roar, 
I leaned, a proud but wearied one 
Against a lonely cottage dour. 
i Who brought clear water from the pool. 

To wash my brow, all battle-red? 
\ Who pomed the wine so old and cool. 

And pledged with me our gloiious dead f 

'Twas brave Jeanette? — 
My heart had ne'er been touched till then ; 
; But seasons change, and so will men. 

/ - -^^ 
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Tliero was a broad and amber moon, 

— The like we ne'er shall see again, — 
That, leaning from the heaven of June, 

Lit our light shallop down the Seine, 
llememberest thou, my tender soul, 

Who nestled *neath this sinewy aim t 
The kiss — the curl thy rover stole ? — 

And still he weai'S it for a charm. 

My soft Elise I — 
My heart was never moved till then ; 
But seasons change, and so will men. 

That was a night — our General's fete I 

(Ay, bless him, all French hearts and true 1) 
Those ripe red cheeks, I see them yet ; 

They meet me now, those eyes of blue I 
My gallant lass, who poured the wine. 

My moon-lit trembler — where were they, 
As, clasping two small hands in mine, 

I sighed, and swore to love alway f 
O bright Amande I 
My heart was never caught till then ; 
For seasons change, and so will men. 

A. 0. J 
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TO LADT ASilLSr. 



l.ovELr Ltay, piitbee Idl mo, 




wiiUUer .tray tboMi bp«vA «.v«f 




a™ ti^y jiUi-fMliiK t— TLea sp>11 m 




Til]' hnpp; foitiuiH In tbo akin. 




CalUbatd.epBtliET«lUuP 




Tbe sUiinlius Ucninjii of [!>; mlndi 




Tlioia sUiTT, lliat gleiiiu unci glitter tlir 




Ills iliousBnd fimelcs cLurs ciubrlti 




Ltton ibose planatary 6i™, 




MnviKg In pomp aromict tLa >uo, 




To Iby biigl.t hopM ond pui-e deairei, 




Tbit(ritl«lr|«itl,<rfdutjrun. 




And «lat b thai Rds shooting Ugbt. 








IVbut but n bliss tbat took jta ffijhl 




Eie vte muld WT tUat it «as born 1 





Co u-e rcgrot that niltts of Earth 

At timea o'or tliat fan dome we drfvenf 

Di> wo not rather hall tliclr Mith, 

A< taetecngflis 'twlit E^ai-th and Itoavun'' 
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TO LADY ASHLEY. 89 

The spirits of soft cloud-land, tending 
Tho footsteps of tlicir fair Queen Moon — 

Wi-eatliing around her brow, and blending 
Tlieii' foims, to heighten her full noon ? 



Such are the earth-bred hopes and fears 
That float athwart thy mental sky, 

Turning at last to sighs and tears, 
That soften while they beautify. 



Now, Lady, bid thy thoughts retuiii ; 

Thy spirit's home is on the earth : — 
However it may pant and yearn 

To mingle in celestial mii*th-^ 



Travel on every air that blows. 

Pay evening visits to the Moon, 
Or make the stars its playfellows, — I 

It is at iioMB on Earth alone. I 



D. L. O. 



I( 



TO 7LVSB, XT IXm. 

ThtedofiraiiUfB to fSt»Jk)M»^ WmMmat^wmi U 
the rao* wUeh dM kai rnitowa Ammm 
reMlen. 

Lovni* friend. Urn 0it of 09% 
Kindly irlio her m& Iwtli nm 



1, 13 
■ :* i 

;, t' Throngli thy lower nainra; 

I ^ Be my beiie<Uetieii said, 

] With my hand iqkm Oqr Mead, 

^ Gentle fdiov-ereatBreu 

Like a lady's ringlets Iffiown,- 
Flow thy ritken ears tOxrim 

Either side, demurely. 
Of thy stiver-suited breast 
I Shining out from all the rest 

I Of thy body, purely. 



Underneath my stroldflg hand 
Startled eyes of hasd bland 

Kindling,— ^growing laifer^ 
Upward, upward, dost thottsprim^ 
Fall of prank aad enrvetting, 

Rearing like a dta!|^l 



TO FLUSH, MY COO. 91 

Leap I tliy broad tail waves a light, — 
Leap ! tliy slender feet are bright. 

Glittering in their fringes ; 
Leap I those tasselled ears of thine 
Flicker strangely, free and fine, 

Down their golden inches. 



Yet, O pretty, playful friend, 
Little is't for such an end 

That I praise thy rai'eness : 
Other dogs may be thy peers 
Haply in those tasselled ears, 

And that glossy fahmess ; 

But of thee it shall be said. 
This dog watched beside a bed, 

Day and night unweary ; 
Watched within a cui*taiucd room, 
Where no sunbeam cleft the gloom 

Bound the sick and dieary. 






■ I 



Roses, gathei*ed for a vase. 
In that chamber died apace. 

Beam and breeze resigning — I 

This dog, friend-like, waited on, | j 

Knowing that, when light is gone, | : 

Love remains for shining. <; ' 
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Other do^, at sweep of hoiii, 
\ Barked along the shivering com 

\ Till the game was started ; — 

Tills dog only, all the day, 
Patient by a pillow lay, 
Watching the sad-hearted. 



i 



; Other dogs of faithful cheer 

y Followed close the whistle clear. 

Up the woodside hieing ; — 
Tliis.dog only watched in reach 
Of a faintly uttei-ed speech, 
I Or a louder sighing. 



And if one or two quick tears 
Dropped upon his glossy eai-s. 

Or a sigh came double, 
Up he sprang in eager haste. 
Fawning, fondling, breathing fast, 
In a tender trouble. 



And this dog was satisfied 

If a pale thin hand would glide 

Stroking and reposing 
Down his ears, and o'er his head. 
With an open palm, ho laid 

Afterward, his nose in. 



/ 
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Give I back mor 

Than dogs oFten 

Leaning fi-om 



Ratliar couM I wKp to feel 

Then Brt maJo so Btiiughll; 

BlesslnsB needs must straight 

Lltttc canst Diou Jo; and do, 

TLou »tlo Invest greaitlj'. 
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THE SLATE'S DREAM. 

Bbsids tUe ungatbered lico he lay, 

His sickle in his hand ; 
His breast was bare, his matted hair 

Was buried in the sand. 
Again, in the mist and shadow of sleep, 

He saw his Native Land. 

Wide tlirough the landscape of his dreams 

Tlie lordly Niger flowed : 
Beneath the palm-trees on the plain 

Once more a king he strode ; 
And heard the tinkling caravans 

Descend the mountain-road. 

He saw once more his dark-eyed queen 

Among her children stand ; 
Tlicy clasped his neck, they kissed his cheeks. 

They hold him by the hand I— 
A tear burst from the sleeper's lids 

And fell into the sand. 

And then at furious speed he rode 

Along the Niger's bank ; 
His bridle-reins were golden chains, 

And, with a maitial clank. 
At each leap he could feel his scabbard of steel 

Smiting his stallion's flank. 



Btfora liim. liks a blood-i-cd Bag, 

The luijjlililamitiEnpjIIO"! 
Fi-oro nlrtill till iilKl)t lie followed tlielr fliglit, 

O'er plains nlicto ttie tamai-lnd grey. 
Till he fBW tlie roof of CalTro Luis, 



And ilio livor-lioi'so, as lio cnulied U» reeds 

JJoslilo MLUfl hidden tti-eani; 
Atidil pnssod. like ■ E'uHoLia roll of drums, 

Tlii-ougb the trinmpli of liii divsui. 



And llio Ulu5[ of llio Dciitil ciied aloud, 
TVllli a. voice SO wililJiiid rree, 

Tliat hflSlartPil ill Ills sltcp and smiled 
At tlieir tempestuous glco. 



Eltliedi 



-Lip, 



Nor the liuiuingLciitof day; 
For Dcatli hndiitumlHEdtliG Land of Sleep, 

And liii lifeleH body lay 
A worn-out ftlier, that the iDul 

Bad brolcn arid tlirowD nvay 1 



J.^ 
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WORDS. 

Words, household words, that linger on. 

When household love is past, 
And keep our childhood's tender tone 

About us to the last ; 
Like pleasant streams that murmur yet. 

Of valleys far and giccn, 
And make the pilgiini*s heart forget 

The deserts spread between : 
For sin and sorrow have no part 
In that bright Ennoe of the heart. 



Words, words of hope — oh, long believed 

As ornclcs of old I 
When stars of promise have deceived. 

And beacon-fires grown cold ; 
Though still upon Time's stonny steeps 

Such sounds are faint and few. 
Yet oft from cold and stranger lips 

Ilath fallen that blessed dew, 
That like the rock-kept rain remain'd 
When many a fairer fount was di-ain'd. 



Words, words of love, — the ocean pearl 

May slumber far and deep, 
Though tempests wake or breezes curl 

The wave that hides its sleep ; 



rei-clianoe for us no moro: 
Dnt, Uemnon-like, Ita echoes fill 
Tbe auty ralDSd temples still. 

Words, mighty words, wa see your power 



Could rouse the Roman ire. 
And wiLke to vtr tlie Indiao hra-iii. 

Beside his couucll fii«, 
Or cnll tlie flower of Gothic shields 
To find their rest In Sj-rian fields. 



TliB Bweeleat chorda of 111 

But If from mortal lips an 

Such gpclls of wondrous i 



Who Epake— UD i 
Weil may that mighl 
Tlia moriliig of the 
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TO A YOUNG LADY. 

TuR Moon*s full splendour on the wavelesa sea ;-* 

A towering lily sleeping in the light, 
Luird by the music of the honey-bee ; — 

A rose, dew-laden, bending to the night, 
Faint with a sense of its own ecstacy ; — 

A proud, white lotus, floating on a lake ; — 
A tall magnolia; — a violet— small — 

But so intensely sweet, that it doth take 
The full sense like a passion ; — Lady, all 
That I behold, of calm, rich, natural grace. 
Disturbs me less with Joy than gazing oh that 
face. 

All blessings bo upon thee, Lady I though 

They cannot make thee richer than thou art. 
Need we wish peace for one who ne'er can know 

Its opposite ? Ask calmness for a heart, 
Calm as the deepening light of summer eves. 

Or sound of rills that, o'er their pebbled way. 
Murmur, harmonious with the rustling leaves, 

A soft quietus to the fading day t 
Call melody to lips that only meet 
To breathe foi*th sounds, so musically sweet 
That all the honied syllables they say 
Dance to the heart like maniage bells in May f 



.>.--"v«- aoKTv 
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\VliaC 9i)irlt Ui tli; bosom's liic may dwell— 
VlhaX the binglit tmma t1i;it ■»<maW tliy alee) 

Or niinistei' b^ iTay, or IcTid tbeii spell 

To guard Ihoss cjea fi-om sorrow wlien tbt 



I Brightening the world of passion in thine e; 
All tUese a™ tbingn that Poesy defy, 
To put tijom JDto words — yet cannot die, 
But IWe for ever l~Ueauty is but bi-catb : 
Tbese ai'o immoi-tal — bcAUtifyiog Death t 



SOKQ OF TIIE QEItUAN WEAVER. 



ling blackberry hed^a ; 
tlic last year's sedges, 



e stole unheeded ; 



IlMTt lie m; calif m boldly bM tdm t 

BeisBol lAdt Ut«D tblirodc 
iSj pack of linnn I will plan Unt~ 

II ii * liglil-gODd, hem; itoclc I 
And line ! JM, 111 uphold it ever, 

1' til' dale no bcUar'a votg it all— 
□e Blion liiinHlf to tnorul noTor t 

So aaarage, lieart I max tnorn I inJl ; 



Tliat ho mlglit bf Ip us, hai-d bosi 
My motLor^ dioikg Fo wnn null va 

Witliln tlio bouED CO numb of hr: 
To tnu'kot, enralng, went iny fatlici 

UiehC be bnt tliere a bujsr meet 
IVilli HuboabI I'll ventui'o rathci^ 



Him To 



lolei 
'ti.Mill 



ror bo u> kindly belped a iniuiy.— 

My pandniDtber oft to me lias lold ; 
Yea, gaie pool folki a good-luek penny, 

Wboie wofl wu undeserved, of old 1 
So bere I sped, my bcart beaU llglitly. 

My gooda (ire jDstly meanired all I 
I vlU not kcE,— win nil uprlglitly I 

Qh, that bawoBMcomel RnlxiBbll 



l^ 



t small pack alioulit talia liia Hmj, 

ulJ bo [ilcused All, tlicm ia pleotjr 

1>F;iiitifu1 u t\m nt bomal 

He lie took it every piece I 

, would Ilia choice on this mIsM fell t 

'1 pawned I would myielf releus— 

iC nould be gleiiouB [ Rubeialilt 



ne'd etmc not ; that he w 



ould smiia my molher, 
eacb little brother— 



Thus stood and cried he, weak and pale. 

Flew o'er the aid gnome -haunted dale. 
Tims stood he. uhllat tlie hours possod slow 

Till the olglil-shadowa dimmed the glen, 
And with while quitoiing iipj. said lowly. 

Amid liii lean, yet Once ■gain. 

•■ Rubeiohir 



\. 
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05 THE DEATH OF SOUTH RY. 



Tlicn softly from tlie green-wood turning. 

He trembled, sighed, took up Iiis pack, 
And to tbe unassuaged mourning 

Of bis poor home went slowly back. 
Oft paused be by tbe way, bcart-acbing. 

Feeble, and by his burden bowed. 
— ^Methinks the famished father's making 

For that poor youth, even now, a shroud ! ' 

Rubezalil I 

MARY Howrrr. 



ON THE DEATH OF SOUTHEY. 




AxoTiiER Star hath set : — though long declining 

Upon the vei-ge of Life's horizon, we 

In liis effulgence darkened watched him shining: 

Until hope, gazing towai*d him mouinfully. 

Deemed she might yet his light emerging sec. 

It was a wish unjust, a thought unweighcd ; 

His spirit bums among us undecaycd ; 

And who would live in eaiihly bonds confined. 

Eclipsed in darkness the immortal mind f 

Had he not acted on life's busy stage. 

The tutelary spirit of his age f 

Historian, bard, philosopher was he : 

Who hath not gathered wisdom from his page. 
And tioith in all its sunlike puiity f 

Then blessed bo his eaithly pilgi'image I 



ON A nU8T OF DANTK. 
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But lie had higher, nobler wreaths than those 
Given or withheld by ever-changeful Fame ; 

He wan the good — ^the just; and viitue throws 
Her evergreen round Southey's deathless 
name! 

J. E. RKADB. 



ON A BUST OF DANTE. 



Seb, from this countcifcit of him 
"Whom Arno shall remember long, 
How stem of lineament, bow gi-im 
The father was of Tuscan song. 
There but the buiiiing sense of wrong, 
Perpetual care and storm abide ; 
Small fiiendship for the lordly throng ; 
Distrust of all the world beside. 



Faithful if this wan image be, 

No dream his life was — but a fight ; 

Ck>uld any Beatrice see 

A lover in that anchorite f 

To that cold Ghibeline's gloomy sight 

Who could have guessed the visions camo 

Of Beauty, veiled with hcav*nly light, 

In circles of ctei*nal flame t 



r-drn.-.<«>,>«f ■.^«rx^.jM^«>.w- '»»."* 
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104 OS A BUST OV DAVTC 

Th« lips, as Caiqae** earcm close. 
The cheeks, with £ut and sorrow thin. 
The rigid front almost morose. 
Bat for the patient hope within, 
Declare a life whose course hath been 
Unsullied still, though still severe, 
Which, through the wavering days of sin, 
Kept itself icy-chaste aiid dear. 

Not wholly such his haggard look 
When wandering once, forlorn, he strayed. 
With no companion save his book, 
To Corvo's hushed monastic shade ; 
Wliere, as the Benedictine laid 
His palm upon the pilgilm guest, 
1 lie single boon for which he prayed. 
The convent's charity, was rest. 

Peace dwells not here — this rugged face 
Betrays no spirit of repose ; 
The sullen wairior sole we trace, 
The marble man of many woes. 
Such was his mien when fii-st arose 
Tlie thought of that strange tale divine, 
Wlien hell he peopled with his foes. 
The scourge of many a guilty line. 

War to the last he waged with all 
The tyrant canker-worms of earth ; 



M 



LIFE IS REAL, 



105 



Baron and duke, in hold and hall, 
Cursed tho dark hour that gave him birth ; 
He used Rome's harlot for Iiis mirth ; 
Plucked bare hypocrisy and crime ; 
But valiant souls of knightly worth 
Transmitted to the rolls of Time. 

O Time 1 whose verdicts mock our own, 
The only righteous judge art thou ; 
That poor old exile, sad and lone, 
Is Latium*s other Virgil now : 
Before his name tho nations bow : 
His words are parcel of mankind, 
Deep in whose hearts, as on his brow, 
The marks have sunk of Dante's mind. 

M. PARSONS 



LIFE IS HEAL. 



Life is real I Life is earnest I 
And the graves is not its goal ; 

" Dust thou art, to dust returnest," 
Was not spoken of the soul. 

Not enjoyment and not sorrow, 
Is our destined end or way ; 

But to act, that each to-morrow 
Find us farther than to-d^y. 
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Art is long, and time is fleeting, 

And our hearts, though stout and brave, 
Still, like muffled drums, are beating 

I Funeral marches to the grave. 

5 

I In the world's broad field of battle, 

I In the bivouac of Life, 

\ Be not like dumb, diiven cattle I 

^ Be a hero in the strife I 

I 

Trust no Future, howe*er pleasant I 
t Let the dead Past buiy its dead \ 

Act, — act in the living Present I 
^ Heart within, and God o*erhead I 

Lives of great men all remind us 
\ We can make our lives sublime, 

\ And departing, leave behind us 

t- Footsteps on the sands of time ; 

i 

Footprints, that perhaps another. 
Sailing o*er life's solemn main, 

A forlorn and shipwrecked brother. 
Seeing, shall take heart again. 

Let us, then, be up and doing. 

With a heart for any fate ; 
Still achieving, still pursuing, 

Learn to labour and to wait. 

LONGFELLOW. 
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QUEEN VICTORIA. 



Most royal lady, on thy face I look, 
And gather thence, as from some holy book 
Of mingled histoi*y and prophecy. 
The future fate of England. Thy clear eye — 
Clear and serene as some deep Alpine lake — 
Speaks of a steadfast soul, tutor*d to take 
No note of time or change, to own no ill, 
To let no troubles touch, no pleasures fill 
Thy woman's breast, save as they point the way 
To that loved people's welfare, whom thy sway 
Has fiird with new-born hopes of coming good. 
Greater than all that past on which their me- 
mories brood. 
That brow, — more fair in its simplicity 
Tlian when it glow'd in crowned majesty, 
Glitt'ring with gorgeous gems — that lofty brow — 
Tells of high thoughts, that lift thy spirit now — 
Now that thou art a Queen — above the strife 
Of earth-born passions, — making thy young life 
The living type of a new-waking dawn, 
To countless generations yet unborn. 
That mouth, in its proud beauty, speaks of power 
To curb those fair affections, the sweet dower 
Of all thy sex, save only her whose fate 
Calls her to wear the round of sovereign state. 
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1 Sad ou,Inoo(M I-Wlut mui iU caros rewarrt • 


Tho Klfo"s fond piuston — thn dew frieniTs re- 




1 Tlio moitur-B tender hopes— llio diuEliloi'i i 


dBt,- 




A1I mn^t bo jlcl.fed i.p with hiow Eerono : 


' 1 ItorglngKifc, motlior, ilausl.tei-, inlliBci-ownal ! 


Queen 1 , 


,. T.VLOB. ) 




BCllIAL AT SEA. 


■ 


" llOPiaais us tlioy who. far nt acm 




Jy Ilia colli moon Lave Just oansignM 




rlio coi-so of nno, loyed tandarty. 




[■o t1.o bleak Hood thfij leavo behind ; 




ind on tho dook stUI linsarlng «ay, 


1 


Ud long look back, irith Ead delay, 




ro watch thfl nioDuUelit on the wuvn. 




That lipMea o'er that elietileas ginre." 
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FAME. 




Who, IhM surveys this spMi of eaytl] we ptaa. 




1 ThisspectcFlifo in time's £i-c« wilderness, 




1 Tliia nuTovr IsthniuB 't» ixt two boundicss seu. 




1 TliQ past, tliB f u tui-s, two etd'nitirs 1 — • 




; Would Eully tlioliHglit cpot, ar lua-vuk bare. 




WliEpliBiiJglitliulHl 111 laapioud temple thei-e; 




A name tbat loLig slmll Lalloir all its spaio, 




And bo each purer soul's lilgli resting-place 1 i 




1 




~^ i 
A 81MIIJJ. 




As tlio aoiplo lloon 




In tlio deep stillness of a summer emn, 




Rising beLlnd a tliict and li>fty gi-o»e, i 




Buna lilEO an unconsuiuiiig fl.e of ligl.t 




In llie^reentiata andkindlingonallsidei 




Their leafjnmbiage.tuniallieiiiiskyTeU 




Into a sulatance slorious &9 l.cr own j 




1 yea, wLtli her sun iDcorporatcd, by ponei' 




CapMiousondBcrcna l.ll:e powei- abides 


, 


In man's celestial splrlc, Virtue thtu) 
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110 THB BRinS. 

Sets foitb, and magnifies herself; thus feels 
A calm, a beautiful, and silent fire. 
From the incumbrances of mortal life ; 
From error, disappointment, — ^nay, fi*om guilt ; 
And sometimes, so relenting Justice wills, 
From palpable oppressioDS of despair. 

WOBDSWOBTn 



TII£ BRIDE. 

Like a slight young tree, that throws 
The weight of rain from its drooping boughs. 
Once more she wept. But a changeful thing 
Is the human heait, as a mountain spring. 
That works its way thro* the tonent*s foam, 
To the bright pool near it, the lily's home 1 
It is well ! — The cloud, on her soul that lay, 
Hath melted in glittering drops away. 
Wake again, mingle, sweet flute and lyre I 
She turns to her lover, she leaves her sire. 
Mother I on caith it must still bo so, 
Thou rcarcst the lovely to see them go I 

F. USMASIS. 



Ill 
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THE FORSAKEN. 

Oh, niisei7l to sec the tomb 

Close over all our world of bloom ; 

To look our last in the dear eyes 

lYhich made our light of Paradise ; 

To know that silent is the tone 

Whose tenderness was all our own I 

To kiss the chock which once had burned 

At the least glance, and find it turned | 

To marble ; and then think of all, ; 

Of hope, that memory can recall. i 

Yes, misery I but even here 

There is a somewhat left to cheer, 

A gentle treasuring of sweet things 

Remembrance gathers from the past, 
The pride of faithfulness, which clings 

To love kept sacred to the last. 
And even if another's love 
Has traced the heart to us above 
The treasures of the east, yet still 
There is a solace for the ill. 
Those who have known love's utmost spell 
Can feel for those who love as well ; 
Can half foi'get their own distress. 
To share the loved one's happiness. 
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112 ll£AVEN. — CANST THOU VORGET MB? 

But, oh, to know our beai*t has been. 
Like the toy of an Indian queen, 
Torn, trampled, without thought or care, 
IVhcre is despau* like this despair I 

L. ft. L. 



HEAVEN. 



\ Go, wing thy flight from star to star, 

'' From world to luminous world, as far 

As the universe spreads its flaming wall ; 
Take all the pleasures of all the spheres, 
' And multiply each through endless yeara ; 

I One minute of Ileaven is worth them all I 

T. MOORR. 



CANST TIIOU FORaET MEf 

CiNST thou forget me, unforgotten one? 
Canst thou forget 
; The beauty of the eai-th, — the brightness of the 
sun. 
The flowers whose summer lives were just begun. 
When we two met ? 



1 I 
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CANST TUOD FORGET MK? 113 

Was it our own rejoicing souls which threw, 
0*er land and sky, that strangely glorious hue f 
For ne'er have I, since that rememhered hour, 
Seen the same beauty on eartli, sky, or flower ! 



Canst thou forget how dear that hour was 

deemed 
By thee and me f 
ITow strangely fateful, yet how brief it seemed, — 
How sweet — how passing sweet the dream wo ij 

dreamed, 
If dreams they be 
Which have so strong a power o*er heai't and 

brain 
To make life lovely, or a path of pain I 
Dreams are unreal — therefore call these not 
Dreams which thus beautify or cloud our lot I | 

Canst thou forget me — thou whose fervent heait 

To mine addressed 
Words far too pure to be the words of ai't. 
Too fond, too trustful, to be coined to smart 

A loving breast t 
No lot hath w^oman— unforgotten onel 
So dark, so desolate, so deeply lone, 
As when a heart that vowed a faith like thine 
Learns to forget. — Oh, can that lot be mine f 

(SI) 8 ^ 
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TUB IISATEXLT RBST. 



Canst tbou forget the prayers Tvo praye«J 
them, 

The thoughts I*ve poared 
Forth from my trusting breast, all feai'Iessl] 
To cheer thee in thy home beyond the sea, 

When dark fate loured f 
Is this forgotten as a bygone tale ? 
Is man's deep heart so fickle, and so fj*ail ? 
Is memory given to my true breast alone ? 
Canst thou forget mo — unfoi'gotten one ? 

ALICiJi JANS SPARROV 
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THE HEAVENLY REST. 

There is an hour of peaceful rest, 
To mourning wanderei's given ; 
There is a tear for souls distressed, 
A balm for every wounded breast — 
*Tis found above — in heaven I 

There is a soft, a downy bed, 
*Tis fair as breath of even ; 

A couch for weaiy mortals spread. 

Where they may rest the aching head, 
And fiind repose in heaven I 



THE CURI8T1A!(*8 DEATH. 115 

There is a home for weary soula, 

By sin and sorrow diiven ; 
When tossed on life*s tempestuous slioals, 
Wliere stoims aiise, and ocean rolls, 

And all is di*eai* — but heaven I 

There faith lifts up the tearful eyo, 

The heait with anguish riven ; 
And views the tempest passing by. 
The evening shadows quickly fly, 

And all serene — in heaven I 

Tbero fragrant flowers immortal bloom. 

And Joys supreme are given : 
There rays divine dispei'se the gloom : 
Beyond the confin&s of the tomb, 

Appeal's the dawn of heaven I 

A^ioir. 



THE CHRISTIAN'S DEATH. 

It matters little at what hour o* the day 
The righteous falls asleep ; death cannot come 
To him untimely who is fit to die ; 
The less of this cold world, the more of heaven ; 
The briefer life, the cailier immortality. 

MILHAN. 
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THE DESERTED HALL. 

The gloom 

Of a deserted banquet-room : — 

To see the spider*s web outvie ! { 

The tom and faded tapesti7 ; — 

To shudder at the cold damp air, 

Then think how once were blooming there 

The incense-vase with odour flowing, 

Tlio silver lamp its softness throwing 

0*cr checks as beautiful and bright 

As roses bathed iu summer light ; — 

JIow through the portals sweeping came 

Proud cavalier and high-born dame. 

With gems like stars *mid raven cm'ls. 

And snow-white plumes and wreathed pearls ; — 

Gold cups, whose lighted flames made dim 

Tlie sparkling stones around the brim • — 

Soft voices answering to the lute, 

The swelling harp, the sigh-waked flute ; — 

The glancing lightness of the dance ; — 

Tlien, starting sudden from thy trance. 

Gaze round the lonely place and see 

Its silence and obscurity : 

Then commune with thine hcaii; and say, 

These are the foot-prints of decay, — 

And I, oven thus, shall pass away. 

L. B. L. 
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MORN AT SEA. 

*Tis glorious on the waters, (when young morn, 
Shows in the golden east his rosy fuce, 
Laughing to see night's swift retreat,) to trace 
Our path midst spray and foam, like blossoms 
torn [thorn 

From the gi'ecn hedgerow, when May clothes the 
In robes of purest white. With rapid race 
The light sail coyly flies the wind's embrace, 
Eager to be pursued the while. As corn 
Bends to the Autumn breeze, so bends the mast ; 
While like a sportive dolphin seems my boat; f , 
And I, Anon on his back, may float, f ,' 

And glimpse the mermaids as we hurry post, 
Peering into the depths ; where broken rocks 
Protect sea flowers to deck their braided locks. 

W. J. A. 



A LAST SONG OP SUMMER. 

Oh I queenly fair Summer, thy beauty fades 

fast. 
Thy flowers are all withered, thy glory is past ; 
And low in the woods, with the dead leaves 

around, [sound, 

And the winds breathing o'er thee a desolato 
In tears thou art lying. 



i 
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118 A LAST B050 OF 8UXXRR. 

Oh I qneenly fair Sammer, thy vorsLippcrs all 
llaTe fled aiid foregone thee,— right merry in 

hall 
Their laughter is ringing ; — ah I little I trow 
Do they ponder how, lonely beneath the bare 

bough. 

Unwept thou art dying. 



The voices that hymned thee so gaily of yore, 
Tlie happy bird-TOices, their music is o*er, — 
Save the robin's, who singeth of Winter with 

glee. 
And the rook*s, who caws loud on the storm- 
shaken tree. 

As he flaps his dark pinion. 



There are voices, but savage and wild ones, alas I 
The roaring of rivers, as foaming they pass, 

\ The plashing of rain, and the groan, deep and 

' low, 

Of the oak, as his giant limbs toss to and fro 
'Neath the wind's strong dominion. 

: Oh! queenly fair Summer, fierce Winter, ere 
! long, 

I Will sweep o*er the hills with his turbulent 
' throng 
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Of blasts and raugli liail aloi-ms, andfiiidins llioo 




Will (i-ecnj tliy waim blood iritb bis ic; flied 








And Inugli as thou dlcst. 




And wlien tliou art dead, with a falso look of 




lie will wind tbce pcichanco In a death sheet of 








And calling: around lilm that turbulent thi-ong, 




Tlicy will howl foith a reqniem, aiflai7 and long, 




O'er tho gra/o where thou liest. 




Bat hoed not. fair Summer, sleep softly awhile,— ! 




Sleep softly, and di cam of tlie sun's loving imlle ; 








Old Winter, one day, shall lie crownleu like 




thee. 




Timo-waaUd and boai?. 




Oil 1 lie*d not, and weep not, iteep softly anliilc. 




And still in thy dreams feel tha sun-i loving 




onitei 




When those dreams are alt endod, thy waking 








Thg sun oH thy face, and the earth singing low, | 




And the hlith of tliy gloTj.. 


■\ 


J. WHTIOOB. i^ 


•\ 


_^ 


^ 



j 
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THE MOTHER TO HER CHILD. 

• 

TuRY cell me thou art come from a far vorld. 
Babe of my bosom ! that these little ai-ms. 
Whose restlessness is like the spread of wings. 

Move with the memory of flights scarce o*er 

That through those fi*inged lids we see the soul 
Steeped in the blue of its remembered home ; 
And while thoa sleep'st come messengers, they 

say, 
Whispering to thee — and 'tis then I see 
Upon thy baby lips that smile of Heaven t 
And what is thy far errand, my fair child f 
Why away, wandering from a home of bliss. 
To find thy way, thiough dai'kness, home again f 
Wert thou an untried dweller in the sky f 
Is there betwixt the chciiib that thou wert, 
The cherub and the angel thou may'st be, 
A life's probation in this sadder world f 
Art thou, with memory of two things only. 
Music and light, left upon earth astray, 
And by the watcliei's at the gate of heaven. 
Looked for with fear and trembling ? 

I God 1 who gavest 

Into my guiding hand this wanderer. 
To lead her through a world, whose darkling 
paths 



I triad with Weps «■ fallui'ing— loare not me 
Tobdnghcr to lliOgatesonicavcn.Blaiiel 
I Ire] my fecblenosi. Let lliew itay oa.- 
Tho angels wLo now visit lier in drMnw I 
Bid them be ncav liPr pillnw, Mil In de»th 
The ttoseJ «j'M look upon thy face oii» mop 
And bt the llglit and uiusle, wliicli t]» vorhl 
BoiTowsof lloavtn.aDdwiiicli her Infant ui 
Hails with Bweet iccnfinilinn, be to bi.T 
A TOiea to till liur up» atd. unci ft Ump 
To load hsr lost Elcps to thee. 



THK LOVED OF EABLT DATS. 

The loited of earlr daj> 1 
Where are tlieyT— where! 
- Kotmitlie:6lUnine1ivitc3, 



Sutuhere tlio regal streams 
TlnjirfDam-bollsctist— 

Where oljildUood'itinif of di 
And cunebloa past. 



With tbe anceatral gloom 
or ancient Itallt i 



f; 
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Some where tlie tempest sweci>s 

The desert waves ; 
Some where the myrtle weeps 

O'er Roman graves. 



And pale young faces gleam 

With solemn eyes ; 
Like a remembered dream 

The dead aiisc ; 
In the red ti'ack of war 

The restless sweep ; 
In sunlit graves afar 

The loved ones sleep. 

The braes are bright with flowers. 

The mountain sti*eams 
Foam past me in the showeitp 

Of sunny gleams, 
But the light hearts that cast 

A glory there 
In the rejoicing past, 

Where are they f — where ? 

R. MILLSR. 
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SONNET. 

ox THE PROJECTED KENDAL AXD WUfDBRMBRIS 
RAILWAY. 



Is there no nook of English ground secure 
From rash assault? Schemes of retirement 

sown 
In youth, and 'mid the busy world kept pure 
As when their earliest flowers of hope were 

blown, 
Must perish : how can they this blight endm'e ? 
And must- he too his old delights disown 
Wlio scoi-ns a false utilitarian lure 
'Mid his patciiial fields at random thrown ? , 
BafiSe the threat, bright scene, from OiTCst- 

head 
Given to the pausing traveller's rapturous glance I 
plead for thy peace, thou beautiful romance 
Of nature ; and if human heai'ts be dead. 
Speak passing winds, ye torrents, with your 

strong 
And constant voice, protest against the wrong I 

WORDSWORTU. 



• 




L 
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TIIK DIVISION OP TIIB EARTH. 

PROM TUB GKRMAN. 

Takr ye tbe world — tbus, from bis height 
sublime, 

Jove spake to men — take it, my boon is free ; 
*Tis marked your heritage tbi*ough endless time. 

Share it, like bi*ethren, lovingly. 



Quick bies tbe busy race, atbirst for gain ; 

To sock their poi'tion young and old repair : 
The tiller took tbe fields and golden grain ; 

Tbe huntsman tracked the forest lair ; 



The merchant gai-ncrs all his vaiicd store ; 

The abbot claims tbe Juice of purple hue ; 
The king lias baircd the stream and highway 
o*er, 

And cries, " A tenth of all is due." 

Alt I last of all— too late— eacli part assigned. 
From some far distant scene tbe poet came ; 

No vacant spot liis wandering glances find, 
No soil but owns a master's name. 



% 







1KB DlVtllON or tHI kllTH. ISS 


•■ Obi ito« fa mol for all tbj gift, ■bomid, 






TliDB while bla tond Ismenta to beavsn mound. 


1 He fell before tb' eternal thiono. 1 

■ 


■' If In the land of di earns, and Faney*. Telgn, 


Fondly thou lingerert, tlien reproacb not ino; | 


Wbore wert Ibou, Bard. »ben ovary abaro irm 


ta'on?" 


" I nas," tlie poet cried, " uitb tbee 1 


i 

" Uj nrlibcd e;e thy glorioiu bee Burreyed, i 


My rapt ear drank tlie musie of the ekiea 1 ; 


ForgiYO the soul by eatacy betrayed, 


■ITiat lost ewth'i dull reeliaes 1" '■ 


j Tlien thus the Ruler, from hi« lofty throne:— 


: "Content thoe, PooH tbon hnst fUlod to 


I .hare 


. Olio porUon gjrdlod by the ftqueous tone ; 


Take undivided empire of the Airl" 
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AN APRIL HTMN. 

{ FouMTAix of good — dear God I — tliou that dost 
! moke 

I The sap to flow, 

I And, safo from floods, the 8novrdi*op*s trance 
dost wake. 

Far *ncath the snow. 
Why o*er the heart still Icavcst thou to break 
Rivei-s of woe ? 



Jt must be that the heart offcndcth thee — 
That there is wrong 
( Somewhere in secret, which no eye can soe» 
* Some sin too strong — 

Tliou that hast JFriend and Father been to me. 
My poor life long I 



A soul of soiTOW livcth in the flowei-s 

That seem so glad ; 
It floats and breathes along the lustrous hours, 

As if it had 
A privilege immoi-tal, which empowers 

To make mo sad. 



Well I remember 


cacli spring tbo 
IwiT I thrilled. 


gbtl 
omark 


I 




Thos 


oft houra roll. 






Tlmt bronglit the 




elyark 








Wsgoal; 






But that Old Sp, 


ng 19 past.— Ml 


yeai-o 


daih, 




MiDayaofBaull 






'Til itcll b 


bea 




oteel 






My glad hope die 1 






And .lek. 


Btth 


taai-a tbat daily Btcal 














irtblsatt- 


ngde 


olatlon sbould i 
e my slna lie. 


-cal 




Ohllenderesteh 


istenerlwbomi 


lovo.n 


tfcar, 












OITMidiDg 






-tliero 






On this green Boorl 






Forgive I 


mhei 


thB floors are 
me no more 1 


ontbe 


bUT, 



U-r-=r: 



t'i 
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Aw»j bj eottaft loM^ 
Now liflgtriqg bj a ptttA of VMd; 
Now wMilag hmH iwrn out 



.1 



pnytaff aMiftf iMd lM«i w« 

And an WM fileiil Ibera^ 
Saye wfan thy tolet tte MhoM wakoclv 

Wbldi iMird tiM temlini pn^Mr. 
We passed by tliMMf SMMi tad old, 

Bj «nifgy vMke •• iltap^ 
And <^er leaMMdowed ««t«HUta» 

We eheeril J dM kap. 



And then » ipei vpoft «sViint» 

Wbefe UHs oq dtlSbee fide 
Rose np, all clad la e <i p plei» ' W ft e d » 

Which itMk aad ateep did hMa 
And now we Uillir tazSly 

Beneaih the letthif iuttf 
My jonrney ends when iMflglit 

Thine is not well bignnl 



Now, Highland streamlet* ere we part, 
Whieh didst thon love the besi 

Of an we*ve seen sinee, sHently, 
We left thy Highlaad nest? 



Tiis ax 
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1-ovti.t tliou bast (lie meado" gieca, 

OrHlgWimdvallaygre,? 
Or loToM tliou best, by hucl biaw, 


Tliy litllo «a™ 
Or itoiiUhy delds 

nipo, to Iho .u 
TlionmTBoftby 

Upon my car d 
Til on tlrenm, Hko 


.'herd rore^t tresi 
.ro laying r 
rtoro golden grmm, 
,ia waving t 
flf^My foot 

tl.i^ Full lieait of miiio. ' 



inilct, though tbou art. 



Mjr story of tliy ptlgriniBgo 

■Wm to tllC CBTElCU tell 

lIo« mucb of love and bcaaly in 
Unnoted Ihlnga do dwell." 



_^. 



L 



Tjei mo review 11 lo eo 
And Bummon fi-om tliG 



The put and present reunilc. 




UonoBtli tirno-s flo»ing tirto, 




Uko fdDtptints hirliton 1>y a biook. 




But iHti on cUher >i<l<]. 




Here mna the higlimij la tlio loini. 




TliBic tbo grcon line dMoondi^ 




TbroBf;!! nldcb 1 irnlkcd to dinnili wit 


tlHB, 


Oh 1 eontliat ofinj ft'Jpndil 




Thailudow of tlio linden ti COS 




Liy moving on tlie Brass; 








A Bliwloir ihOD dldn pan. , 





And th7 heart 119 pureltaqr] 
Ono of Qgd's lioly aiiggls 
DM anilk with ma that day. 



i£^ 













133 




I saw i],e brancLes of tbe trees 






Bend down th; (ouch to meec. 






Tlio clover-blossoms in the graai 






RisauptokiaslbyfMt. 






' " Sleep, Bleep, to-day, tormenting care 






Ofeartli and folly bom r 






Bolemnly sang the village eboir 






On thai awcot Sabbath mora. 






TlM-ough the close blinds, the golden >ii 


n 




Poured in a dusty beam, 






Like the celestial ladder 






or the ancient patriaich's dream. 






And ever and unon, the ■B'md, 






Sweet scented »Hh the hay, 






Turaed o'er the hymn-book's fluttering leavsi, ' | 




Tljat on tbo window lay. 






Long was tbo good man's wnnon, 






But it seemed not so W me. 






For liD spal:o of Kuth, the beautiful. 






And SUU I thought of tbce. 






Long was the prayer he uttered. 






Bnt It seemed not so to me. 






For in my heart 1 prajed with him. 






But tCiU I thooght of thee. 


[ 






-^-■■-- 


N 



". n 
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B..t noTT. .];«. ,1.„ pl:,cs3^o,n. CI»D|«I : ' 


Tlion ut no longer tera ; 




nitli thea did dis^iptv. 


Tliough IliaughU, deep rooted In my beart. 


Like pine tm du-k mid blgli, i 


Subdue the light or noon, .nd br«atl» 


A low and csuelaa sigh ; 


This memon brlgliteiu o'er tho put. 


Ai when the lun, ooneealed 


Behind some cloud that nar ui bBngi, 


Shines on . di.tnnl flqld. . 


LOSOrHLLOW. 


THE POEra GIFT. 


Oh 1 guud llie Poet's gift — an oye 


or puHfled and searcliing li)^it— 


A lirart of saered mystery, 


And Inward spiinga ot deep delight. 


Oh 1 guard the Pocfa gift— a lyre 


T1.M tbMIU with .trange and wandering el.orda. 


Vet can a richer bllH Inspire 


Til an Bvcr yet was breathed In words. 





T1.B( 


OEt-. 
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01.1 Euard (he Poet 


gift-. 


sfaiine 


OfunSMni.oi'iWp 


— muiic 


high. 


Trt clear, -ciiUed, a 






Au alCar kept far Deity. 




Tl.o worWa cold "in 


di must 


not come Ihem— 


IVUere flowera of I 


ai-adito 


unfold: 


No eheorloM doubts. 


no wUdartaf c.i'e, | | 




ip dart 


■""■"• 


Foi' thei-B doHi IViad 


in keep 


„..„^ 


And fancy revoE e 


araud 


b*.,., 


With Qvory noblo foo 


ing stored, 1 1 


That in\«i-d world 


i. all of light. I 


For natiu-B-5 lij-ran is 


singirtB 


ILui-u, 


For over solcum, a 






And, faranay, tliBE 






Itcruaothoaojoyou 




lo meet. 


Tlicopiard the Poet 


s sacicd 


gift. 


Tbraugli OV017 Clio 


nge-ln 








t to lift 


To faith Bullimo, 


obopc 


e.'euef 


And»trikeIr,hnlyM 


ust thy lyre— 1 


For day by day, a 


d year by year, | 


TI18 noMs shall Ihiil 


Bithp 


u« flie, 


■' And «weel«r mu 




n thine cur." 



k 



M tlie gain of hope. 
My vuntuiDUt liKik pui'^uod l»r leading star 
llcra ma 41 vojuge of no comiiioQ scope. 
A voyagBordiKOVBTj.di^Wntfurl 
To blight IiiYcntlon'* liiiclJectual clJni?, 
In Bcu'cli olnaeta] orti, 'twm luine to loam. 
I rcBclioil tlie Dlijcct «f my riewi mblline, 
And, 1-Ic1i1y fiiil^litert, Iwm my catgo liomo : 
ilf tiienda eipccUnt llll ilis croadcd strand. 
Iliit 01-0 I gain tlie ibore what atorms arise, 
My vosel roiindffli e'en In tlgbt of land. 
And non a wreck upnn tlie bcaeb Kbe UesI 
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MOTIIER»S LOVE. 

A POPULAR LEGEND. 

Faixt and listless in its cradlo 
Lies tbe babe, nor sleeps a wink. 

Will not bear to cat a morsel, 
Will not opu its lips to drink. 

Ah I its motlier is departed 
And the lips it loved are still, 

Lips that sang it into slumber, 
Numb the breast it seeks and chill. 



Yesterday the gloomy bearers 
Carried forth her bier from home ; 

Now the unthinking weeper's finger 
Beckons one who may not come. 

And the hour of dusk is coming, 
Yet no more the babe can sleep ; 

By the door, with soundless gilding, 
Lo I a woman's form doth sweep. 

Waving white, a gauzy mantle 
Falls the silent one to hide ; 

Sure she once hath known the chamber, 
Now she's by the cradle's side. 




I 
1 



/. 
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There she rocks tbc child to slumber,* 

Singing low no mortal tone ; 
Tlnice she kissed and thiice she crossed i 

Bent to bless it and was gone. 

Seven days in dusky gloaming 

Came that silent one again, 
Stilled the child's distress and weeping. 

Lulled with song its waking pain. 

When the eighth gray eve was falling, 
Still and mute the child was found ; 

Snowy white and crimson roses 
Had its ci-adio decked around. 

In the weird night, dumb with soitow, 
Bear they off the babe to rest, 

To her new-made gi*ave, and lay it 
Close beside its mother's breast. 

ASOH. 



THE SILENT TOWER OP BOTTREAU 

TiNTADOBL bolls ring o'er the tide I 
Tlie boy leans on his vessel side, — 
He hears that sound, and dreams of home 
Soothe the wild oi*phan of the foam. 



" CoiBB ( 



V Hod a! 



"■8 pilot (,a,,^., 
.»"»"""C:"""'"-"' 



=:^^\ 



ID lliy Oolln time I 



Hi 


Ik Cud 






ng linwB, 


Qtand 


l>ti 


lUank 


It BW, OlO 






Tlia eiipuii 










TUunk tUu 


BOort 


J.<p<. 








Come 


0(i, 


Goa 








SKgr 




obodinEcliimo: 


















Ddiiim 




vyon 


tilOblMlt 





VproHLluttiwi uirilli<uu<l 
Tic mighty MBatn''s nipial urord ! 
What tliillla the ciptun'i whrtenlnE lipr 
Tlie deoth-griHtni of his elnkin;; ihtp. 
Cams to tli;r Ood tii tlmol 
Swuiig dgop tho funera] chime — 
Clime, nicn:]f, kindiiau pust. 
Come to th; God U last I 



Lode did (he nBOQed pilot IcU, 
Wlien grey iinlrs o'er Ijia foreheMl (fc]1, 
Wliile ihfue nrourd wonH beai and waep, 
Jbat foaiful JidjiDiint of the deep I 



^ 



TUE .«AI««r.. 
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ComBtothyaodintlmol 






Ilareadhlinaliveihlme:— 






Youlli, mmliood, old age. post 






Hia boll rune out at lasll 








« 


0> 


h vakonlng In bia weedy caves, 






Tboso bolls tliateultcn surgM bido 






IMal [bdr lieer notes benonlb the Mdo, 




CnmBtDtkyGodJutimol 






■DiiisHiiththoocciuicliliiip,— 






StoTm, billow uliirhtiniipast. 






Come to tby God at Ust. 




1 


R,t 


»«K«. j 







1 



THE BECALUl^. 



Wlici-e ebaincd wind and stagnaiit deep 

Defy till Titilii and brave, — 
lloljp— fL'ttorcrtasby viowloss hands 



Jv> 



^/ 
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The billows* play is curbed and pent, — 

The air hath not a sound ; 
Salvation's foot. In mercy sent, 

Ilatli here no pathway found. 
But Anguish at the helm stands pale, 

And Misery at the prow. 
And sighs are here the only gale 

That speeds the eternal — Now I 



Ilonr after hour its passage takes; 

Suns nse — and set again; 
No wclcomo cloud in showers down-breaks 

On the parched lip of pidn. 
And will is strong, — and power is weak, — 

And Love hath feeble s^ay ; 
And there are plague-si>ots on tho eheek 

AVith none to kiss away! 



No prayers to life or motion urge 

That calm, but dreadful, wave ; 
And Hope— whose breast had smoothed the 
surge, 

Finds here no fabled grave. 
But Doubt Nvith cautious step di-a^rs near. 

And fills the cup of care, 
For lips too passionless for fear — 

Too lifeless for despair. 

?)' - t 



THE HOPE OP THE AZTECS. 
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Thus, powoiicss, on the tide of Time, 

Steered by an useless cliai't, 
Sickening in Life*s unhealthfnl clime, 

Floats the quelled human heart. 
Oh ! \vell such Iieai*t may lift its cry 

From that worst deep to save — 
That hopeless, tearless agony — 

Tliat sea without a wave ! 

B. L. MOXTAGU. 



THE HOPE OF THE AZTECS. 



SUOOESTBD BY A PASSAGE FROM PRESCOTT S 
" CONQUEST OF MEXICO." 



1 1 



It was a gloiious dream that hung 

Around that race of old ; 
By kings believed, by poets sung. 

By saint and seer foretold : 
The sage amid his mystic lore, 

The monarch in his hall, 
And the weary peasant waited for 

That promised hope of all — 
The God, whose presence eai'ly blest 
The children of the golden West. 



^ 
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His coming brightened childhood's Iioar, 

And crowned the hope of youth ; 
And manhood trusted in the power 

Of its unqaestioned truth ; 
And eyes, upon whose light had fallen 

The mists of time and tears. 
At Dcatli's dark poitals lingered on, 

To see tliosc glorious year.*, 
Wliich to tlieir life and land should bring 
TIio blossoms of eternal spring. 

But children gi'cw to toiling men. 

And youtlis' bright locks grew grey. 
And from their paths of caro and pain 

Tlio aged passed away ; 
And many an early shiine gi'cw cold, 

And many a star gi'ew dim, 
And woods grew dense, and cities old. 

Yet still tliey looked for him ; 
But never breeze or billow bore 
That glorious wanderer to their shore. 

At last, when, o'er the deep, unfurled 

They saw the first white sail 
That ever sought the western \iorld, 

Or wooed the western gale, 
How did the Golden Land rejoice. 

And welcome from the sea, 
AVith all a nation's heart and voice, 

Her wandeiing deity I 





TI.S «on 


OF IH8 UVKt. Hfl 


But knew not timt 


bo bailed, nitb Joy, 


Tlie migbty only to 


desti-oy. 


But »bo WHS he th 


t mingled tbua 










Andintliepoafs 




Was it tlio clilld of 


some far land. 


Tlio covlj wise a 


d biislit. 


Whosliodupon tlia 


t dlslajil Btnmd 


Ills iMiinti^'a gntlietcd liglit t 1 | 




omebHgbtersphOTB, 


WbD csmc but could not linscr bcief . j 


Wm It soma slmrto«, valnlj brisbt, i 


Ofboposndmcti 


ory boin, 


I.iko those tliat sbc 


d a psaing tight | 


Upon tl.o world' 
1V1,050 di-ouny prcs 


grey mom; .J 



By old and rained shrines. 




Or flits, wboro wanrtering lai-Ml 




For her Ucssiab pines; 




For nges, as the; went and cume. 




Have ta-ougbt no dimness to that droamf 




And even amid our felntoi' f^th. 


r 


How long, and ob, bow far. 




A tliousand weary hearts look forlli 








.''J 10 
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But an these vainly yearning dreams 
Tliat baulit our patli of gloom. 

May bo but voices from the climes 
Tliat lie beyond the tomb ; 

Telling of brighter, better things, 

Tiian ever ble:>t our earthly springs. 

FRAKCES BROW2I. 



THE GUELDER JIOSB. 

Thou full-blown comely creature, 
Say, what is thy sudden stound, 

That flushes thy check's white feature, 
In the §uise of Lovc*s own wound I 

Wert thou but of human fashion. 
Like me, with a buiniiig heart, 

l*d say 'twas the tint of passion, — 
Yet cold as ice thou art. 



I' I : c( 

r 



I may have no heaii; within me, 
I may be ice-cold quite ; 
Yet joy would a cheek-flush win me, 
As longing doth paint me white. 

'* To Earth, my fond mother, I'm fleeting. 
And Death is to lead the way; 

I think of his yesternight's greeting. 

And blush for delight to-day." ano:«. 



zl!!^ 



H7 
TH0DOHT8 OF HEAVEN. 




"lIiQBtl.oag[itsl 




Tliej-comoandgo, 






m^don, 




Wlino round ma Bow 




Tlio winds, from woods and flddi 


with j 


Bl:i(lncsskdtn 




Wlicn ttiB eom-. rurtl« on tlio car doth co 




When the ovo'» bcetio sound? Its drowsj b 




WJien tlio itBii, dco-drspa of (he suDimor 
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Accordingly tbcy make a miglity fuss 

^VitIl erery wretched tract and fierce oration, 
And hoard the leaves; for they ai*e not like 
us, 

A highly civilized and thinking nation ; 
And always stooping in the miry ways 

To look for matter of this eai-thly leaven. 
They seldom, in their dust-explonng days, 

Have any leisure to look up to Heaven. 



So I have known a couiitiy on the earth. 

Where darkness sat upon the living waters. 
And brutal ignorance, and toil and dearth, 
Were the hard portion of its sons and daugh- 
ters; 
And yet, where they who should have oped the 
door 
Of charity and light, for all men*s finding, 
Squabbled for words upon the altar-floor. 
And rent the Book, in struggles for the bind- 
ing. 



The gentlest man among these pious Turks 
God*s livhig image ruthlessly defaces : 

Tiieir best high churchman, with no faith in 
M'orks, 
Bowstrings the Yii'tues in the market-places. 
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The Christian Pariah, whom both sects cui-so, 
(They curse all other men, and cui-se each 
other,) 
Walks through the world, not very much the 
worse — 
Does all the good he can, and loves his bro- 
ther. 

CHARUtS DICKKZIS. 



THE IIAREEM. 

Brhind the lattice closely laced 

With filagree of choice design, — 
Behind the veil whose depth is traced 

By many a complicated line, — 
Behind the lofty garden-wall 

Where stranger face can ne'er surprise, 
lliat inner world her all-in-all, 

The Eastern woman lives and dies. 



Husband and children round her draw 
Tlie narrow circle where she rests ; — 

His will the single perfect law — 

That scarce with choice her mind molests. 
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Tlieir birtli and tutelage the ground 
And meaning of Iter life on earth. 

She knows not elsewhere could bo founc 
The measure of a woman's worth. 



If young and beautiful, she dwells 

An idol in a secret shiine, 
AVlierc one high-priest alone dispels 

The solitude of charms divine. 
And in his happiness she lives, 

And in his honour has her own. 
And dreams not that the love she gives 

Can be too much for him alone. 



Within the gay kiosk reclined, 

Above the scent of lemon gioves, 
Where bubbling fountains woo the wind, 

And birds make music of their loves. 
She lives a kind of faery life, 

In sisterhood of fruits and flowers, 
Unconscious of the outer strife 

That wears the palpitating hours. 

And, when maturer duties rise 

In pleasures* and in passions' place, — 

Her duteous loyalty supplies 
The presence of departed gi-ace ; 



THE HAREEM. 
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So hopes slie by untiring faith 

To win the bliss, to share with him 

Tliose glories of celestial youth 
That time can never taunt nor dim. 



Thus is the ever closed hareem, 

As in the open western home, 
Sheds womanhood her starry gleam 

Over onr being's busy foam. 
Through latitudes of vai7ing faith, 

Thus trace we still her mission sure, 
To lighten life, to sweeten death, 

And all for others to endure. 



Then let the moralist,, who best 

IIonom*s the female heart that blend? 
The deep aflFcctions of the West, 

With thoughts of Life's sublimest ends, 
Ne'er to the Eastern home deny 

Its lesser, yet not humble praise, 
To guard one pure humanity 

Amid the stains of evil days. 

K. M. ^ILNES. 
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Of the rude blast. And so the peasant, doomed 
To toil from morn till eve on the bleak hills, 
Doth brave the sufferance, and with manly soul 
Bear up against the present weariness, 
By thinking of the hour when he shall see 
1'ho light — not of the glorious stai*s in heaven — 
But the faint ray, the beacon of his rest. 
From his cottage lattice gloaming. On his ear, 
In the pauses of his labour, oft doth fall 
The welcoming voice of his true-hearted wife. 
Or the shrill laughter of his little ones. 
He sees the i>uddy blaze of his warm hearth. 
Feels the sweet sunshine of the smile of home, 
And cheered and strengthened by those Joys to 

come, 
Tunis, with blythe spirit, to his task again. 

T. WESTWOOD. 



CHRISTMAS THOUGHTS. 

Skvex di*eai7 winters gone and spent. 
Seven blooming summers vanished too, 

Since on an eager mission bent, 
I left my Irish home and you. 

How passed those yeai*s I will not say ; 

They cannot be by words renewed — 
Qod wash their sinful parts away ! 

And blest be He for all their good. 
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158 



CHUSnCAS THOCORTS. 



With eren mind and tranquil breast, 
I left my yoathful sister then. 

And now in sweet religions rest 
I see my rister there again. 



Rctoming from that stormy world. 
How pleasing is a sight like thisf 

To see that bark, with canvass furled. 
Still riding in that port of peace. 



Oh, darling of a heart that still. 
By earthly joys so deeply trod, 

At moments bids its owner feel 
The wamith of nature and of God. 



Still be his care in future ycai-s 

To learn of thee truth's simple way, 

And free from foundlcss hopes or fears, 
Serenely live, securely pray. 

And when our Christmas days ai-e past, 
And life's long shadows faint and dim, 

Oh, be my sister heard at last, 

When her pure hands are raised for him 1 

GERALD QRIFTI.^ 



//^ 




F. HORNBLOWER. 



THE VIOLET'S WELCOME. 

The world liatli a welcome yet for tlicc, 

Thou earliest bora of flowers I — 
Though many a golden hope was gone, 
And dream that liglited her rosy dawn, 
Ere the toil of these latter days came on ; 
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SONNET. 

ADDRESSED TO A DISTINGDISUED AMERICAN 
MINISTER. 

Let the great nations mingle I — England, thou 
To thy ft-eed child extend a smile of love, 
On her proud march with joy behold her move, 
A nd midst the kingdoms raise her youthful brow I 
And thou, America I in arts and arms 

Revere thy mother I — read her scrolls of fame, 

The high descent of many a stainless name. 

Of heroes foraied 'mid danger's wild alarms. 

Of martyrs, statesmen, poets. — Still may come 

Thy sons with kindly welcome to our shore. 

Still will we hail the wind that wafts them o'er. 

And M'ith regi-etful blessing speed them home— 

Charmed in their noble virtues, still to trace 5 | 

The purity and pride of Erigland's race ! t \ 
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We know thy home, where the waving fern 

With the moss-clad fountain chimes ; 
But we gieet thee not with tlie joy of yore, 
Wlien our souls went foi*th to meet thee, o*cr 
Far hills which the earliest verdure wore : — 
We have hoped in many a spring since then. 
But they never brought to our hearts again 

Those vanished violet times. 
With their blooms, which it seemed no blight 

eould mar, — 
Tlie early shed and the scattered far I 



Gather them back, ye mighty years. 

That bring the woods their leaves I — 
Back from life's unretui-ning streams — 
Back from the graves that haunt our dreams. 
And the living lost, from whose lips our names 
Have passed— as the songs of gi'eener bowers 
And the tones of happier years fiom ours, — 

From all the faith that cleaves 
To the broken reeds of this changeful clime. 
Gather them back, restoring Time 1 



Alas I the violets may return, 

As in Springs remembered long; 
But for OS Time's wing can only spread 
The snows that long on the heai-t are shed, 
Ere yet their whiteness reach the hcadl 

(*1) 11 




Wo bleu the* f jr oiu cliildliood's nke, — 
For tl.c I)g1>t o[ ilio e;i9 so more to wake,-- 



Tlitjr glide along thia lovdy ground 
WLen tb« first violel gi-ows:— 

Their gi-aceful bands have Just unbound 
riioionfl of yonder rose 1 

I gather It for Iliy dear breast, 

That which an angel'e touch listb blest 
Is meet, my love, tor tlieel 
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SILENT LOVE. 



I KNEW her borne, and often i»assed that vay. 
Sure as the sun peiformed his course each day ; 
Then at her lattice, beaming like the moru, 
I saw the maid that made my heart forlorn ; 
Though by this heavenly hope the spell was 

reai'ed, 
Our mutual prudence declaration feared ; 
Tet could I mark her straining, longing eyes, 
Beam like twin stars through partly-shrouded 

skies. 
Scoff not— for years I still pursued this ait. 
In hopes to wile the angel to my heart ; 
In hopes to meet, to breathe the latent spell. 
And if unkind, to sigh and say farewell ; 
Such things, I said, have been, and still may be — 
And so I sighed — no man e'er loved like me I 






O I if the gods live on ambrosial food. 
By moi*tals named, nor seen nor understood— 
So hope unseen by any eyes save mine. 
Fed my young heart with nutriment divine ; 
Reared me to feel with glowing soul of Joy, 
The charms of love though otherwise a boy. 
The cup was sweet, I drank its deepest di'op. 
And still relied on never-dying hope.— 
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O hope t thou sweet deceiver of the world I 
Thy banner is too temptinglf unftirled — 
IIow many seek thy pliantom fonn to trace. 
Till son'ow clouds the sunshine of the face I 
Led on and on by thy delusive sway, 
'Jill youth and beauty languish both away — 
Till undeceived, we murmur but in vain — 
For who can turn to youth's gay mom again f 
Ah me ! if I should own thy sov*reign power. 
Who dares to blame f See buds in every bower, 
Whose lives are like to man*s, a fleeting day^ 
Nui'scd up in hope to blossom and decay 1 
llearcd by the dewy smiles of laughing morn, 
Behold the rose adorn its native thoiii,— 
At mid-day throwing foi*th its rich peifume,~> 
At evening bending sadly o*er its tomb, 
Yet in its death a fragi*ance leaves behind. 
Like retrospective thoughts within the mind I- 
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She was a child when first our glances met, 
< Now womanhood upon her brow had set ; 

Still looked she lovely, lovelier than before ! 
A croatiu'e every eye might well adore. 
At least I thought so — lovo may have the power 
To make the meanest weed appear a flower,—^ 
Look through a medium always soft and kind. 
Like distant landscapes pictured on the mind I 
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Love gazes tlirougli a focus of its own, 
To other eyes unseen and all unknown ; 
So, if she still was lovely to my eye, 
What should I care though all her charms decry, 
I scarcely wished that other eyes should see 
Her chastened worth. No man e*er loved like 
me I 

r , 

JAinCS WILSON. !< 



HOME OF THE ABSENTEE. 



Thb gardens feed no fruits nor flowers, ^ ;i 

But childless seem, and in decay; I - 

The traitor clock forsakes the hours. 

And points to times — oh, far away I ;< , 

And the steed no longer neigheth, J i 

Nor paws the startled ground; 
And the dun hoimd no longer bayeth ; 
But death is in all around I 
All is gone: save a voice 
That never did yet rejoice : 
'Tis sweet and low: 'tis sad and lone: 
And it biddeth us love the thing that's llown. 

BARRY CORMWALL. 
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VICTORY. 167 

Just as perhftps lie mused, " My plans 

That soar, to eai*tb may fall, 
Let once my army-leader, Lannes, 

Waver at yonder wall." 
Out 'twixt the battery-smokes there flew 

A rider^ bound on bound 
Full-galloping ; nor bridle drew 

Until he reached the mound. 



Then off there flung in smiling Joy, 

And held himself erect 
By just his horse's mane, a boy : 

You hardly could suspect — 
(So tight he kept his lips compressed 

Scarce any blood came through) 
You looked twice ere you saw his breast 

Was all but shot in two. 



" Well," cried he, " Emperor, by God's giaee 

We've got you Ratisbon 1 
The Marshal's in the market-place, 

And you'll be there anon 
To see your flag-bird flap his vans 

■>Vliere I, to heart's desire, 
Perched liimt" The Chiefs eye flashed; his 
plans 

Soared up again like fire. 
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Tlie Cbiers eye flashed ; but presently 

Softened itself, as sheatbcs 
A film the mother eagle's eye 

When her bruised eaglet breathes : 
" You're wounded :** " Nay," his soldier's pride 

Touched to the quick, he said : 
«* I'm killed, sire I" And, his Chief beside. 

Smiling the boy fell dead. 

R. BROWNINO. 



WRITTEN AFTER SPENDINQ A DAT AT 
WEST POINT. 
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Wbkr they but dreams t Upon the darkening 

world 
Evening comes down, the wings of fire are furl'd. 
On which the day sotir'd to the sunny west : 
The moon sits calmly, like a soul at rest. 
Looking upon the never-i'esting earth ; 
All things in heaven wait on the solemn birth 
Of night, but where has fled the happy dream 
That at this hour, last night, our life did seem ? 
AY here arc the mountains with their tangled 

hair. 
The leafy hollow, and the rocky stair f 
AVhere are the shadows of the solemn hills. 
And the fresh music of the summer rilb? 
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Where are the wood -paths, winding, long, and 

steep, 
And the great, gloHous river, broad and deep. 
And the thick copses, where soft breezes meet, 
And the wild torrent's snowy, leaping feet, 
The rustIing,rocking bonghs,the running streams, 
Wliere are they all ? gone, gone 1 were they but 

dreams ? 
And where, oh where are the light footsteps gone. 
That from the mountain-side came dancing 

down? 
Tlie voices full of mirth, the loving eyes, 
Tlie happy heaits, the human paradise, 
Tlie youth, the love, the life that revelled 

here, — 
Are they too gone f— Upon time's shadowy bier, 
The pale, cold hours of Joys now past are laid. 
Perhaps not soon from memoi7*s gaze to fade, 
But never to be reckoned o'er again. 
In all life's future store of bliss and pain. 
From the bright eyes the sunshine may depart. 
Youth flies — love dies — and from the joyous 

heart 
Hope's gushing fountain ebbs too soon away, 
Kor spares one drop for that disastrous day. 
When from the barren waste of after life. 
The weai'iness, the worldliness, the strife. 
The soul looks o'er the desei-t of its way 
To the green gardens of its early day; 
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THE WOUNDED OREEK. 
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But, ahl tin ■tlrrlng sannds that move 

ThowBrTioi''BSOTiltopruud«rapiise, 
Turn fajnt the Kntc hiiig hearts of love ;— 

Make dlmtbefondanduniloiiaei'es; — 
Ttejtormy clwe— tbe sovcred lino— 

TliBljIclioriiis Bsbres' dendlj sweep— 
KiBo the Tiiio from boaHtj'sjLi'liie; 

And mitrona ti'emble wliile tbe; weep I 



Fast — tiat tlie turboned tynnt ^dbHi 

Before * jrouthful lender's inlght ; — 
im ■neBth tba bolt of Fombat falls 

That arm— thabeatonotthoflg-litl 
Whilst, round thoTing of -Gonq^uoat EonrS — 

Wlillst fame and freedom Df^l've each band— 
Oh, liDW his gallant soiil doploras 

nil nselm avord — his ponerlraa hand t 
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A mournful wife before him kneels — 

A sister's love his arm entwines ; — 
But not — oh, not for these he feels — 

His heart is with his bannered lines I — 
Nor wife — child — sister — yet may turn 

His thirsting spirit from tliat goal ; 
No tears may quench the fires that bam 

Deep in his young and patriot soul I 



j From all, with one '* farewell,*' lio speeds, 

And bears within his last brave hand 

I The hallowed cross for which he bleeds — 

The standard of his native land I 

'' Still foremost I— Still on high it rose I 

I Till far and wild the clai'ion blown, 

Told Hellas* triumph o*er her foes. 
And Turk and crescent overthrown I 



With myrtle bind the warrior's brow. 

And bid Olympic garlands wave ; 
Let wine the wreathed goblet flow. 

In honour of the young and bi'ave I 
And sound the lyi'e, as when of old 

It sang the conquests of the free I — 
The ancient paeans of the bold 1 — 

The glorious meeds of victory I 

C. SWAIN. 



THE RABBl-S JEWELS. 

In Bcboob of wladom all Clio ilay nu spent 1 
Ilia fteps ht era tlio Rabbi bometiard bent, 
w[tU hameiTBrd tbougbts wblcli dnelt upon t 



Sbo» meeting at ths tbTflahold, led Llin In, 
And with these words, pisventin^, did begin i 
" ETBr rejoicing at your wislicd i-otuin, 

I have iHea mucli peiplexcd nnd M>i«]y tried 
Upon one point vliieh yon cbail now dccido. 
Some years ago, a friend into my eaie 

But having given tiicm in my cliarge, tbts friend 
Did afterward nor come tor tliem, noi' icnd. 
But left them in my lieeping for so long, 
Tliac now tt almost taenia to me a wrong 
That he should Buddenlj anive to-day, 
To take tljose Jewels which ho left, away. 
WliBtt)iinkyour sballl freely yield 
And nICh no 
Those gems myself, which 1 had learned ti 
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" What question can be bercf Tour own truo 

heart 
Must needs advise you of the only part ; 
That may be claimed again which was but lent, 
And should be yielded with no discontent. 
Nor surely can we ftnd herein a wi-ong, 
That it was left us to enjoy it long.** 

"Good is the word,'* she answered :" may we 

now 
And evermore that it is good allow!** 
And, rising, to an inner chamber led. 
And there she showed him, stretched upon one 

bed, 
Two children pale, and he the Jewels knew, 
Which God had lent him and resumed anew. 

JLXOS, 



TO A LADY, 

GAZINO OR A BBAUTIFCL LANDSCAPE. 

Lady — the earnest smiles of living light 

'J'liat kindle on thy lips, and in thine eyes, 

At the fair landscape which surrounds thee,— 

skies. 
Groves, glades, and fountains, — all that fairy 

sight 
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Tlia Bleeping Fountain of tbe Kila : 
Tlinse <I>'ing footsteps, Hvidnll'd for ber sake- 
Found rest by reeded isle. 

IVhit gold dotU she dissolve at last, and pour 
Wms tlie Memphlsn ihoiel 

And tliDD, lexurtant Nile of Osul, 
liiou liast tbine overflow of wins — ■ store 

Of pLcnly— " oorn" for all. 
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Yet all I their daily flow, and safe increase, 
In season will not cease ; 

Tliey hold less Joyfulncss, but still the same ; 
And home — how oft, alas I save in the peace 

Above — is but a name. 

Home is possession at the highest cost — 
Keen edge the sooner lost — 

Yet who would welcome dcai-th 
For fear his plenty should be faminc-cross'd ? — 

Be God beside my hearth I 

R. R. A. T0W^SERU. 
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TIIK MILKMAID. 



Tub rosy light of moining 

Is flushing o*cr the hill. 
And through the leafy woodland 

The song-birds* matins thrill ; 
Like pale ghosts fi'om the dawning 

The night-fogs steal away, 
And nature smiles all glorious. 

To hail the rising day. 
The freshest houi*s and biightest. 

Like the childhood of our life. 
Like gay youth's busy fairy land, 

Where Joys and hopes ai-e rife ; 

(51) 12 
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Like tho best things and the faii*e.st 

Tliat God e'er gives to earth. 
Which tremblingly we love, and see 

]>eath*s seal upon from birth, — 
Arc fleeting quickly from us, 

Witli none to heed nor care. 
Nor swell tho mighty hymn of pi-aise 

That fills the morning air. 

But haik I amid the valleys 

Resounds tho milkmaid's song, 
As her foot is lightly brushing 

Tlie dew and flowers among. - 
Ko classic beauty in her face, 

No curving lip to tell 
i That at Agincourt or Cressy 

Iler lordly fathers fell ; 
That at tho sepulchre of Christ, 

Or under Acre's walls. 
Their bones had whiten'd in the sun. 

Far from their native halls. 

Her ancestoi-s were yeomen stout, 

Who, with the good yew bow. 
To battle at their lord's behest 

Right gallantly would go ; 
And bravely bled, and fought and fell, 

But fell without a name. 
Amid the unknown thousands 

That build one captain's fame. 
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In peaceful times tbey guarded sheep 

On m&ny a grassy hill, ! 

And acres broad within the vale 
The milkmaid's kindred till. 

And when for fourscore winters drear, 

And golden summers, they 
Have sown the seed, and reap*d the com, , 

And gather*d in the hay, 
"When life's long-working day is o*er, \ 

They've laid them down to rest 
In hope, uudamp'd by subtle doubts. 

Of walking with the blest. < 

And the same bells that gaily peal'd 1 

Upon their marriage-mom, ^ 

Now tolling tell the villagers i 

That dust to dust is borne ; j 

That vacant is the oaken chair, .j 

Beside the hearth at e'en ; 
That no more in the house of God 

The grey head will be seen. 

Such is the maiden's ancestry ; — 

As light she trips along, 
The fi-agrant banks and waving woods 

Give back her aillcss song. 
And the green linnet 'mid the boughs, 

And blithe lark in the sky. 
Seem each provoked to Join the tune 

In very sympathy. m. harrison. 
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FOB TBB FIRST LBATn OP AV ALBUM. 

Lbt this Album, bright-sonVd maiden, 

Be an emblem of thy life ; 
Let not its fair leaves be laden 

With a single thought of strife. 

Let no Yidn, unreal sorrow 
Blur the beauty of the page ; 
I No unknown, unborn " to morrow'* 

J Lend to youth the hue of age. 

Empty wishes — eager throngings 
Of vague hopes that cry for food ; — 
; Ever-anxious, restless longings 

i, After absent, distant good : 

From all these, and all who bring them. 
Shut thy life, and seal thy book ; 

From thy soul, like shadows, fling them ; 
Banish them by one bright look. 

Here all pleasant fancies hover — 
All that at once are bright and brief: 

The raptures of the happy lover. 
But not a Jot of his fond giicf. 
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The wit (if yoa can chanco to find it), 
Where good nature points the dart ; 

The wisdom that, when bnght thoughts bind it. 
Softens, but saddens not the heait. 
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Nay — ^let e*en nothings find a place, I 

If they are prettily disguised ones : 
He who says nothings with a gi*ace, 

Is worth a score of would-be-wise ones. 



Nor let the pcnciPs magic art 

Be wanting to complete thy pages : 

That can more vivid thoughts impait 
Than all the pens of all the sages ; — 



That can lend forms to thy fair book 
The pen alone could compass never ; 

That can arrest the fleeting look:. 
And fix the fugitive for ever. 

AHON. 
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The Suons stoo 
Tough u iliEi 



[r llmba vere coal in giant fiai 
hair shaggy browi all bent, 
1 Harold, of victorious fame, 
«4 tbB bold umamont: 



•raged battla for Uin ai 
>rt nvcn days before, 



Like a aWel ramt»i-t. silently 
They stood Ihelr King tuound. 

As mm proparod to nin or dio, 
But yield no inch of ground. 

Our stem Duke, bight (he Conqne 
Eidaimed, " A gallant sbow I 

lU, Northmen \ by the mace of Tl 
Wo meet a well-inatchid f«j 

At lasti ajoy worth battling for. 
Which none but Northmen knoi 
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Then fortli into tbe van-irard space, 
1 1 Which narrowed now amain, 

I SpuiTed oat a knight of noble race, 

i Betwixt the battles twain. 

It was tho minstrel Taillcfcr, 
Of tho old Borserkir blood, 

Rapt on that day, as all might swear, 
In his ancestral mood. 

I His barbed charger's tramp kept time, 

As on firm earth it rung, 
Unto tho antique llunic chime 
Of tho death -song that he sung. 
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lloom there, ho I for Taillefer, 
In the throng of sword and spear. 
First-fruits of this noble field. 
Up hath vowed him under shield, 
Self-devoted, here to die. 
Pledge of hard won' victory. — 
Dio I maintaining well tho fame 
Of the bold Berserkir name. 
Grandsires of my valiant sire, 
Arms of steel, and hearts of fii*e. 
Foremost ay on field and flood. 
Tameless at tho scent of blood. 
Champions of the Northmen*s line, 
May your fame, your fate, be mine I 
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Thus perbbed in bis dauntless mood 
Tbis noble bard and cbief ; 

Tbe birtb-rigbt of bis genuine blood 
|i I Were \rortb a royal fief; 

A solace still in good or ill, 
In joyaunce or in grief. 

JOU:* HUOUBS. 



THE FLORAL LOVE-LETTER. 

An exquisite invention tliis, 

Wortby of Love*s most bonied kiss, 

Tbis art of wilting billets-doux 

In buds, and odours, and brigbt bues, — 

Of saying all one feels and thinks 

In clever daffodils and pinks. 

Uttering (as well as silence may) 

Tbe sweetest words the sweetest way. 

How fit, too, for the lady*s bosom, 

The place whore billets-doux repose *em I 

How charming, in some rural spot, 

Combining love with garden plot. 

At once to cultivate one's flowers, 

And one's epistolai*y powers, 

Growing one's own choice words and fancies 

In orange-tubs and beds of pansies ; 
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One*s sigbs and passionate declarations 
In odorous rhetoric of carnations ; 
Seeing how far one*s stocks will reach I 
Taking due care one's flowers of speech 
To guard from blight as well as bathos, 
And watering, every day, one's pathos ! 

A letter comes, Just gathered. We 

Boat on its tender brilliancy ; 

Inhale its delicate expressions 

Of balm and pea ; and its confessions, 

Made with as sweet a maiden blush 

As ever morn bedewed in bush ; 

And then, when we have kissed its wit 

And heart, in water putting it 

To keep its remarks fresh, go round 

Our little eloquent plot of giound ; 

And with delighted hands compose 

Our answer, all of lily and rose. 

Of tuberose, and of violet. 

And little dailing (mignonette) ; 

And gratitude, and polyanthus. 

And flowers that say, " Felt ever man thus f " 
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Our friend, the Albanian, in the print. 

Is clearly thinking, that by dint 

Of his explanatory roses 

(Spite of some doubts his look discloses), 




138 TUB MOUlUfBR. 

And of his true licart and his mnakct. 
Ho and bis bonny bride will bosk it. 
His doubt is but a doubt of pleasure. 
To see his mistress take her leisure ; 
Or, if of graver modesty, 
'Tis but a gallant heart's ; for see I 
Uis hand's already at her side. 
Ready to clasp with Joy and pride. 
IIo reads her smile, he reads his bliss, 
IVith those love-swimming eyes of his ; 
And thinks of those most rosy hours, 
Vfhen lips will supersede the flowers. 

LEioa uuirr. 



THE MOURNER. 

IlALr unbelieving doth my heai*t remain of i 

great woe ; 
I waken, and a dull dead sense of pain is all 

know. 

Then dimly in the darkness of my mind I fe 

about. 
To know wliat 'tis that troubles me, and fit 

my soiTOw out. 
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And hardly with long pains my heai-t I bring 

Its loss to own : 
Still seems it so impossible a thing . 

That thou art gone — 



Tliat not in all my life I evermore, 

^Vith pleased ear, 
Tliy quick light feet advancing to my door 

Again shall hear — 



That thou not over with inquiring looks 

Or subtle talk 
Shalt bring to me sweet hlnderance 'mid my 
books 

Or studious walk-— 
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That whatsoever else of good for me 

In store remain, i 

This lieth out of hope, my child, to see 

Thy face again. ^ ; 

ANON. ' 
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A MIDNIGHT MASS FOR THE DYING 
TEAR. 

Tes, the Tear is growing old, 
And his eye is pale and bleared I 

Death, with frost/ hand and cold. 
Plucks the old man by the beard, 
Soi-ely, — sorely I 

The leaves are falling, falling. 

Solemnly and slow ; 
*' Caw I caw I*' the rooks are calling. 

It is a sound of woe ! 
A sound of woe 1 * 

nlirough woods and mountain-passes 

The winds, like anthems, roll 1 
They are chanting solemn masses. 
Singing, " Pi-ay for this poor soul. 
Pray, — pray I" 

And the hooded clouds, like friars. 
Tell their beads in drops of rain. 

And patter their doleful prayers ; — 
But their prayers are all in vain, 
All in vain I 
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There lie stands in the foul weather, 

The foolish, fond Old Year, 
Crowned with wild flowers and with heather, 

Like weak, despised Lear, 
A king, — a king 1 

Then conies the summer-like day, 

Bids the old man rejoice I 
His Joy ! his last ! O, the old man giay, 

Loveth that ever-soft voice. 
Gentle and low. 

To the crimson woods he sayeth, — 

To the voice gentle and low 
Of the soft air, like a daughter's breath, — 

" Pray do not mock me so 1 
Do not laugh at me T* 

And now the sweet day is dead ; 

Cold in his arms it lies ; 
No stain from its breath is spread 

Over the glassy skies. 
No mist or stain I 

Then, too, the Old Year dietli. 

And the forests utter a moan. 
Like the voice of one who cricth 

In the wilderness alone, 
" Vex not his ghost I" 
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Tlien comos, witli an awful roar, 
Gatlieiing and sounding on, 

Tlio storm-wind from Labmdor, 
Tlie wind Eoroclydon, 
Tlie storm-wind I 

IIowl I liowl ! and from the foi-cst 
Sweep tlie red leaves away I 
' Would the sins that thou abhon*est, 

( O soul I oonld thus decay, 

^ And bo swept away I 



For there shall oome a mightier blast. 

There shall bo a darker day ; 
And the stars from heaven down-cast, 
Like red leaves be swept away I 
Kyi-ie, eleysonl 
Christe, eleyson I lonqfbllow. 
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